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CHAPTER I. 

•T was my lot to be at a good many 
schools of various pretensions; and I 
have had the chance of imbibing instruc- 
tion from Doctors, Masters, and Bachelors of the 
most reputed Universities; but my educational 
career began humbly enough at a parish school 
in Scotland. That was by no means, you must 
understand, the same sort of place as an English 
parish school, where children learn nothing further 
than the indispensable three R's, and make ha6te 
to be gone as soon as they have passed through 
the prescribed fifth or sixth standard. We had 
youngsters of every age, from " little wee little- 
anes" like myself to long-legged hobbledehoys 
destined in a few months for college at Glasgow 
or St. Andrews, and of very difierent classes, 
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from the minister's own son to the shock-headed 
daughter of Madge the Cadger. 

This country parish school was indeed a small 
republic in which nearly all the " bairns " of the 
neighbourhood had their places. Boys sat side 
by side with girls on the well-worn benches ; more 
than one of the latter sex were in the Latin class 
too. For we learned Latin, some of us, and an 
Oxford scholar might have stared to hear amo and 
dominus rolled out with good broad Scotch o's and 
a's by a row of bare-footed laddies and lassies. 
There was even a chosen band of two or three 
that " did " a little Greek, the flower of our flock, 
to whom we others listened with awe, heedless of 
our own common tasks of spelling and summing, 
when they began to repeat the mysterious syllables, 
and the storms of the master's anger would burst 
loud and louder, all the more dreadful to us 
because aroused by blunders which were far 
above our puny comprehension. 

The shepherd of this mingled herd, ^Eneas 
Smeaton, 'M.A., had been a schoolmaster at the 
same place for the lifetime of more than one 
generation, and now furnished a surviving type 
of an antique kind of pedagogue that even in my 
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youth had become somewhat rare. A more 
learned, if not a better-informed man than most 
parish schoolmasters under the Revised Code, he 
could upon occasion talk like a book, using 
strange long-nibbed words and attempting the 
most ridiculous imitation of an English accent; 
but he was much more at home in the broadest 
and strongest Scotch, and generally slid into the 
vernacular after a few laboured sentences in the 
other dialect. 

Like Dominie Sampson, he belonged to the great 
army of " stickit ministers " — prStre assassin^y as a 
French translator of Scott has it; — his semi-clerical 
character being testified to by the invariable suit 
of rusty black, in which he always seemed to me 
to be acting as chief mourner over the joys of our 
play-hours; but, whatever allowances may be 
made for the souring of disappointment, he must 
surely have been more fitted for enforcing the 
law than for preaching any kind of gospel. He 
was an ill-natured old tyrant, to tell the truth. 
I fancy at this moment that I can see his tall 
gaunt form, his wrinkled face nearly always red 
with one fit of passion after another, his long, 
pimpled nose, the point still more constantly black 
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with snuff that plentifully besprinkled also his 
slovenly shirt front, and those shaggy grey eye- 
brows of his, from beneath which he bent such 
fierce looks upon already trembling urchins; I 
remember well how we used to shake in our shoes 
and feel our small hearts sink within us at the 
slightest word from him. 

He never spoke kindly or encouragingly. The 
nearest approach to praise he made when a scholar 
did well, in spite of all the Dominie's efforts to 
bewilder and trip him up, would be a dry sneer 
or sarcasm, flavoured for himself with a long pinch 
of snuff: " I suppose ye think now that ye're a 
vera fine fellow ! " He seemed to look on the 
youthfril intellect as a hardy plant that flourished 
best in a trying temperature. But, while so 
sparing of commendation, he was lavish of blame 
and of blows. At the very least mistake he 
would burst into scolding, and in the effort of 
scolding soon worked himself up into a rage; 
then his right hand would go to the pocket of 
his old-fashioned swallow-tail coat, where for con- 
venience he generally kept coiled up that main- 
spring of his scholastic discipline, the tawse. 

There may be English and other people so 
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ignorant as not to know what " a pair of tawse " 
is, nor can I enlighten them as to the origin and 
history of the word. But the thing itself is only 
too familiar to most youngsters in Scotland, where 
it commonly takes the place of birch, cane, and 
all other instruments of juvenile punishment. It 
is a strap of leather cut at one end into tails, and 
furnished at the other with a hole for the fore- 
finger of the operator, so that he may get a good 
hold of it. Such a weapon, of larger or smaller 
calibre according to circumstances, is, or in the 
palmy days of education was, part of the equip- 
ment of most places where northern youths were 
trained in the way they should go, from the 
nursery to the high school, and the ordinary 
schoolmaster would have felt as helpless without 
it as the hunter in the desert without his trusty 
rifle. 

The tawse was almost the only punishment at 
Mr. -^neas Smeaton's school; he had his own 
interpretation of the maxim "Nothing like leather," 
and he wasn't the man often to trouble about keep- 
ing us in or making us ynrite impositions. Even 
the girls were subject to its smart, though, as 
a concession to the spirit of the age, they, if I 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



12 ''DUMPS:' 



remember right, used generally to get their 
"palmies" in private, after the boys had left. 
We rather pitied them for the ordeal of having 
to look forward to these sufferings; yet we 
laddies had the worst of it, inasmuch as our 
preceptor fell upon us extemporaneously, and 
nine-tenths of his castigations were simply to 
relieve his temper at our expense. 

One good point about the tawse is, that they 
can't do much harm in proportion to the hurt ; 
but old Smeaton wielded them most savagely, 
and for some luckless or rather careless fellows 
it was almost a matter of daily routine to feel at 
least once the force of his well-practised arm, 
while nobody, however docile and industrious, 
could reckon on entire immunity. It was under- 
stood that he took a special satisfaction in oper- 
ating upon such scholars as did not often fall 
into his clutches. There was nothing for it then 
but to suffer and be as strong as possible under 
these strokes of adverse fortune. Of course we 
did our best to hold out sturdily against the pain, 
and when once it had passed away we would 
exhibit, not without satisfaction, the purple marks 
left behind, from which some boys' hands were 
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scarcely ever free. We used to boast of Mr. 
Smeaton's tawse to the boys of neighbouring 
parishes, telling, with a certain pride, of their 
superior length and breadth, of their three tails, 
how the points had been burned to make them 
hard, how they had been soaked in vinegar — so 
the story ran — and how, as it was darkly whispered, 
they were even weighted with lead. Then these 
outsiders would not allow us the palm of for^ 
titude, but warmly declared their dominies to 
be not less furious and their tawse still more 
tremendous than ours. 

As schoolmasters were believed to have profes- 
sional secrets for sharpening the sting of their 
tawse, so had we traditionary antidotes of our 
own which we made use of with the contrary 
intention. Some boys placed great faith in 
rubbing rosin on their palms, when they expected 
to have occasion for it. Others thought onion 
juice "the sovereignest thing on earth" under 
such circumstances, Some advocated dipping 
the hands into a tan-pit. Most of our rough 
paws were more or less protected by a constant 
coating of dirt; who, indeed, exposed to such 
chances, would care to keep his skin white and 
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fine ? It was generally held that the tawse hurt 
less in hot weather ; and, if there might be no 
time for other preparation, one could always 
breathe into one's closed fists just before the 
moment of execution, though some authorities 
rather recommended a momentary application to 
the cold iron rods that supported the back of the 
forms. I cannot say which of these devices is 
most eflFectual, or whether imagination be not 
the main quality of any of them. Perhaps the 
best amulet against the tawse is that warranted 
by the dvx or head boy of our school, who, after 
much experience, gave me his opinion thus : 

" When he Ucks ye for naething, ye get just 
as mad as him, and dinna care a tuppence ; but 
when ye ken that it's weel deservit — wow! but 
it's sore then ! " 

I ought to say that I myself have little reason 
to complain of these severities. During my short 
experience of the parish school I Ti^aS in a very 
junior class that pastured upon the rudiments of 
learning under the gentler shepherdship of Mr. 
Dowie, the mild and patient assistant-master, who 
played the part of moon to Mr. Smeaton's sun. 
To do the latter justice, it was only the bigger 
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scholars with whom he often took the trouble to 
be ferocious. And in my time, if we might 
believe the former generations who had writhed 
under that same leathern rule, the old man had 
sobered down somewhat from the vehemence of 
his early vigour. Then, according to the stories 
told of him on all hands, and told for the most 
part with a good-natured chuckle by those who 
had no longer anything to fear from him, he must 
have been a perfect brute. Now he was getting 
old, and had placid intervals, due rather to weak- 
ness of body, I fancy, than to change of mind, 
when he would sit inactive all school-time, as if 
" growing crazy and stiff in his joints," like Giant 
Pope of the Pilgrim's Progress, without caring 
to raise his hand to the most provoking dunce, 
and only giving a warning snarl for the most 
part when he caught sight of some heedless idler. 
These fits would last for days, after which he 
would suddenly rouse himself from his lethargy 
and make up for lost time by raging and ramp- 
ing through the schoolroom, plying his tawse all 
about him like the tail of a mad bull. 

It was the general opinion of the parish that 
the Dominie was breaking up. Sometimes he 
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would be BO ill as to have to dismiss the school, 
at which we of course rejoiced, though the old 
folks might grumble ; but his infirmities seemed 
all the more reason for not turning him out of 
the post where he had spent the best part of his 
life, and to some purpose after all, for Mr. Smeaton 
had been a good teacher in his day, and the 
success of not a few of his pupils was held to 
cover many faults of temper. Under such a 
master his scholars had at least to learn, which 
is more than can be said of some milder systems 
of education. I remember his taking a fit which 
quite frightened us. There was a certain dog 
belonging to the minister's house hard by — a 
rough, long-legged black mongrel puppy, known 
as Dumps, whose own education had been so de- 
fective that it showed a taste for wandering from 
its kennel at the manse into the school premises^ 
and made particular friends with a boy called 
Tam Rutherford, the "wright's" son — a snub- 
nosed, carroty-haired, broad-shouldered callant, 
who was notoriously fonder of all kinds of animals 
than of his books, and deserved the tawse per- 
haps nearly as often as he got them. Now Mr. 
Smeaton had strictly forbidden any encourage- 
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ment of this four-footed scholar, in spite of which 
Tam Rutherford had one afternoon brought 
Dumps into the schoolroom, when he was sur- 
prised by the approach of the Dominie. 

Not being able to get rid of the intruder in 
any other way, he hastily shoved it into an empty 
press, behind a row of forms ; where it was no 
sooner concealed than Mr. Smeaton appeared in 
the room, drumming on his desk, pulling forth 
his snuff-box, and roaring out his ordinary invo- 
cation—" Tak' seats ! " 

We scuttled off to our places like so many 

rabbits, but we could not help peeping at the 

door of the press, and you might have felt the 

forms shaking with the effort of suppressed 

laughter when we heard Dumps, impatient of his 

confinement, scratching vigorously at the inside. 

A little joke, you will understand, goes a long 

way in school-time. As for Tam himself, what 

with the flurry and what with the fun of this 

incident, his wits were all at sea, and when, as 

ill-luck would have it, his class was called up for 

Latin, and he was put on to translate, he hardly 

knew what he was saying. 

"iVbaj — it was, erat — night," he began des- 

B 
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perately, but was stopped by a bellow from the 
Dominie, whose hand at once made an instinctive 
motion towards that fearsome pocket, though it 
was in the act of conveying a pinch of snuff to 
his nostrils. 

" D'ye think ye can mak' a fool of me ! " he 
cried, snorting after the snuff in a truly alarming 
manner which was familiar to us. The unfortu- 
nate Tam hastily corrected himself, but went on 
stammering out blunder after blunder ; nor did he 
brighten up on getting a crack over the ear from 
the tawse, and he was just on the point of having 
to hold out his hands for a regular dose of them, 
when a muffled yelp disti*acted Mr. Smeaton's 
attention. 

" Wha did that ? " he exclaimed, turning his 
angry eyes in every direction. 

Nobody answered, but some of the children, no 
longer able to contain themselves, burst into a 
subdued giggle, and now Dumps distinctly pro- 
claimed his presence by a long whine, as if pro- 
testing against this strange imprisonment. 

" Just open that press, will ye, Mr. Dowie ? " 
ordered the master, and his assistant timidly 
obeyed, like one who expected to let loose a wild 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SCOTCH STORY. 19 

boar. Then out flounced Dumps into the middle 
of the schoolroom, and ran up to Tarn Ruther- 
ford, Msking and leaping upon him without the 
slightest regard for scholastic propriety. 

Now we all screamed outright, heedless of the 
Dominie's wrath, who descended from his desk 
and flew at Dumps with the tawse. As it turned 
away he caught it one good skelp behind, which 
sent it howling among the forms. Everybody 
jumped up, and the whole school was at once in 
a tumult, while Mr. Smeaton chevied the dog 
round and round, up and down, trying in vain 
to get a hit at it, and loudly calling upon us 
to turn it out, as we pretended zealously to do, 
but only increased the confusion, which we natu- 
rally found more amusing than our master did. 
Dumps, as if quite enjoying the fun, gave plenty 
of sport, and led the old man such a chase 
among the forms as he had not had for many a 
day. Out of breath, he at last flung the tawse 
with all his might at this bold defier of authority, 
which thereupon made a sudden bolt through 
the open door and vanished with a final yelp. 

But the exertion had been too much for Mr. 
Smeaton. Without troubling himself to pick up 
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the tawse, lie staggered to the nearest bench and 
sat down, breathless and speechless, leaning his 
head on his hand. He looked so red in the 
face that we were qnite frightened, and Mr. 
Dowie came up to his assistance. 

" Water ! " he gasped after a little. 

All became quiet at once. The boys and 
girls settled into their places and sat silent, 
while the dux boy ran out for some water, there 
happening to be none in the room. It was a 
long minute or two before he came back, and 
every eye remained fixed upon the Dominie, who 
had sunk down full length on the form, and was 
uttering faint helpless grunts as one in pain. 
But when the boy at last appeared with a tin 
of water, his ruling passion of fault-finding was 
still so strong upon him that before tasting a 
drop he asked in a hoarse whisper, which could 
be heard all over the room — 

" Whaur ha'e ye been for it ? " 

" Just to the bum," answered the messenger, 
all panting from his haste. 

"Hoots, man, I could ha' got to the next 
parish by this time ! " he gasped out, and only 
then allowed Mr. Dowie to put the tin to his lips. 
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The water revived him a little, but he had 
been so much upset that he had presently to 
be helped home, and school was broken up, for 
Mr. Dowie would have as soon been shut in 
a den of lions as taken care of us by himself. 
You see, we were so much used to the rule of 
the tawse that we took every chance of breaking 
into mutiny when the strong hand was no longer 
over us. By the way, Mr. Smeaton, as was 
natural under the circumstances, forgot all about 
the tawse, which were left lying on the floor 
where he had thrown them. But for ' all his 
suffering he did not forget the punishment due 
to Tam Rutherford. Before going away he 
ordered that he and another wrongdoer named 
Jessie Pae should be " kept in," since he could 
not settle with them otherwise. 

What Tam and Jessie did when left thus in 
durance vile you shall know presently, and will 
then see that I have fairly begun my story, 
while appearing to dwell too much at length, 
perhaps, on the humours and peculiarities of a 
dominie of the old school. 

Poor old Smeaton ! There must have been 
some good in that side of him not turned to 
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his pupils, for he had warm friends as well as 
enemies. I learned afterwards that he suffered 
from a painful disease, which no doubt exas- 
perated his temper, soured by dealing with so 
many rough natures ; and now I can make 
allowances for him which he was not very ready 
to make for us. He had another thorn in the 
flesh : his wife was a sore burden on him, little 
better than a lunatic at times, I believe. It 
was said that he consulted an Edinburgh doctor 
about her, who prescribed carriage exercise ! 
The most frugal kind of horse would have eaten 
away too much of the Dominie's stipend, but he 
contrived to buy a donkey-cart and cuddy to 
match. I often met him in the long summer 
evenings stalking solemnly along by the side of 
this humble equipage, heedless of shouts and 
scoffS) if only he could minister to the comfort 
of his afflicted one. It was a grotesque but 
pathetic sight. 

His own latter days were spent in a state of 
painful dotage. 

" Ye were going to pass me ! " he said, with 
something of the old fierceness, the last time I 
saw him, hardly able to drag himself beyond 
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his own door; but before I could assure him 
that I had not so intended, a look of blank 
helplessness came into his eyes, and he feebly 
muttered : " What's your name ? " 

He was fallen, indeed, and even I, a great 
thoughtless schoolboy in those days, could not 
but feel sorry for him. For us all such a time 
must come when we have every need of forgive- 
ness, so his former victims do well to turn a 
kindly eye sometimes on that patch of turf in 
the kirkyard where -^neas Smeaton lies at 
peace, and is little enough thought of now, who 
was once so feared ; nor will I, for one, grudge 
him the tombstone erected by subscription to set 
forth his praises, boldly declaring in its largest 
capitals, with something more than the usual 
imaginative recklessness of a tombstone, that 

DURING A LONG AND USEFUL LIFE, 

DEVOTED TO THE CARES OF EDUCATION, 

HE WAS REGARDED BY HIS MANY PUPILS 

WITH AFFECTION AND ESTEEM. 
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CHAPTER II. 

The incident mentioned in our last chapter 
happened on a Friday afternoon, and Saturday 
was always a holiday. On Monday morning the 
Dominie, rather to our disappointment, made his 
appearance as usual, quite recovered and full 
of vigour, showing, indeed, an alarming disposi- 
tion to make up for lost time. 

Now, the first thing done on Monday morning 
was the greater part of the school coming up 
together to repeat its " Shorter Catechism," 
which had- to be learned word for word with 
the " proofs," as the only task of the Saturday 
whole holiday and the Sabbath. What like 
could the " Longer Catechism " have been ? we 
used to ask ourselves. 

This Monday morning's exercise was the most 
trying ordeal of the week, for the Dominie's 
temper seemed usually at its worst in perform- 
ing the duty of religious instruction. Luckily 
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for myself, my family belonging to the " Epis- 
copal " Church, I was excused from learning the 
formidable abridgment of Presbyterian doctrine. 
How some of the others must have envied me, 
sitting out high and dry, as it were, while they, 
labouring among the breakers of those hard 
questions and long answers, were buffeted by 
the storms of the master's orthodox wrath ! He 
always began very solemnly, and speaking his 
best English, as due to the importance of the 
subject ; but before long he would be bellowing 
lustily at some thick-headed little theologian, 
who, with the fear of the tawse before his eyes, 
confused justification with sanctification, or found 
himself wholly unable to remember where " the 
moral law is summarily comprehended." 

" Tou, sir ! — yes, you I " he would cry, 
glowering round to pick out who looked most 
uneasy. " D'y© think I canna see ye ? Te're 
no* listening. Tak' care, noo. Come on, an' 
tell us what is forbidden in this eighth com- 
mandment. Are ye trying to mak' a fule o' 
me ? Answer this meenit, or 111 teach ye, ma 
man ! " Thus adjured, a forgetful youngster 
might well be struck dumb when he saw the 
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Dominie already groping in his ominous coat 
tails. It was well for him if, perhaps, getting 
the cue from some kindly neighbour, he could 
remember the right answer in time, or if, in his 
bewilderment, he did not gasp out — 

" The eighth commandment forbiMeth the 
lawful procuring and furthering the wealth and 
outward estate of ourselves and others." 

Well, on this particular morning some so 
unlucky wight had made some such signal exhi- 
bition of ignorance, soon exhausting the master's 
small stock of patience, and it behoved that 
execution should be done upon him in the usual 
manner. But when Mr. Smeaton would have 
brought out his tawse, the tawse were not forth- 
coming. He searched his pockets, his desk ; 
he peeped under his chair, he rummaged on the 
table, littered with books and slates, but to no 
purpose — the tawse had disappeared ! 

Such a perplexing situation demanded a 
pinch of snuff; then, as soon as it had been 
disposed of, the Dominie's voice was heard, 
loudly snorting — 

" Mr. Dowie 1 " 

So vehement, not to say agitated, was his 
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tone, that our nervons assistant-master started, 
and dropped the box of slate-pencils which he 
happened to be holding. It fell with a great 
clatter, doubly audible in the silence that had 
ensued, and all eyes were turned on the blushes 
of the awkward Mr. Dowie, as we heard him 
sternly interrogated — 

" What's that you're doing with the skeely- 
box ? And what has become of ma tawse ? " 

Mr. Dowie, stricken almost dumb by shame, 
was understood to say that he could not tell 
what had become of the tawse. Then while, 
by way of hiding his confusion, he hastily 
addressed himself to pick up the scattered and 
broken sticks of slate-pencil, we examined each 
other with mute looks of surprise and curiosity. 
The accident of the slate-pencils would alone 
have been an agreeable break to the monotony 
of our school hours ; but here was a much more 
stirring subject of interest. 

"Has ony o' ye seen ma tawse?" repeated 
the Dominie, looking suspiciously all round the 
room, our eyes following the direction of his, 
but taking care not to meet them for fear of 
attracting his attention upon ourselves. 
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There was no answer to this appeal ; most of 
us had seen, and more than seen, too much of 
them, and the next question related to feeling. 

" Let's seej wha had them last ? " he asked 
himself, thinking aloud ; then some of us could 
not help smiling, and the smiles broadened when 
gentle Mr. Dowie ventured to jog his principal's 
memory. 

" There was a dog " he began. 

"Ay, I mind," snapped Mr. Smeaton, cut- 
ting him short. " Hr — ^r ! *' This was a growl 
directed at certain irreverent laughers, who 
stopped their laughing quickly enough, and 
looked as solemn as they could for the nonce. 
" I mind noo. I left them lying in the school, 
sic a thing as I never did in my life before; 
but no man is wise at a' times, as it tells you 
in the Latin Delectus. There were two kept 
in; I'm thinking they should know something 
aboot this. Mr. Dowie, sir, did ye stay wi' 
them?" 

Mr. Dowie blushed, stammered, and admitted 
that he did not : he had given the delinquents 
some sums to do, and then left them most of 
the time to their own devices, having a parti- 
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cular reason to visit the minister that afternoon. 
After this confession of his own shortcoming, 
the assistant subsided into a comer, where he 
remained, looking more frightened than any of 
us, and took no further part in the inquiry. 

" When the cat is awa', the mice are no 
verra likely to do onything but mischief," 
remarked Mr. Smeaton, and took a pinch of 
snuff. Then, raising his voice : " Tam Ruther- 
ford and Jessie Pae ! Did ye think that I 
wouldna remember ? Come here, baith o' ye." 

At once the suspected pair became the centre 
of attention. Jessie Pae was the " merchant's " 
daughter, a quiet, clever girl, who at all times of 
year, from her first appearance in the school, had 
worn stockings and " shoon," as became her 
father's position as the village shopkeeper, and 
affected airs of superiority which had not made 
her a favourite among the other young folks. She 
looked very white as she reluctantly came forward, 
having been thrown into great alarm by the very 
mention of her name in connection with this 
serious business. Her partner in the danger 
would have turned just as red, had his freckled, 
sunburnt face been capable of showing any such 
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display of emotion, for Tarn Butherford, bold aa 
need be when deeds were concerned, seldom felt 
at his ease when words happened to be publicly 
required of him. He shuffled up in an awkward 
style, which, to those who did not know him, 
looked already like a consciousness of guilt. And, 
unfortunately, Tarn had the reputation of a bad 
character, while Jessie was not the girl to have 
dealings of any kind with the tawse, so long as 
she could possibly help it. 

" Now it lies between you two," said the 
master, in that careful English way of his, which 
was like the falsetto of his ordinary idiom, and 
generally meant that he was then least of all to 
be trifled with. " It will be best for the ofiender 
to speak the truth outright. Which of you has 
taken my tawse ? " 

Jessie Pae at once melted into tears. 

" It wasna me ! It wasna me ! " she protested, 
with an unnecessary emphasis that turned sus- 
picion on Tarn. 

" Nor me," said he shortly, shifting about from 
one leg to the other, and looking ill at ease. 

"Eh, Tam Rutherford, what a lee!" sobbed 
Jessie, driven to this strong language by her 
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fears on her own account. "Te ken that ye 
were handling the maister's tawse, and ye said ye 
had a gude mind to droon them in the bum/' 

" Ay ! " exclaimed the Dominie, significantly, 
and poor Tarn stood, taken all aback, without a 
word to say for himself. When he did find his 
tongue, it was to mutter, doggedly, 

" I pit them back." 

A few more questions elicited from the troubled 
Jessie that Tam had certainly found the tawse on 
the floor, that he had been playing tricks with 
them, that she would have nothing to do with it, 
that she had threatened to tell the master, that 
she knew no more about the matter. So much 
Tam did not deny ; he had had the tawse in his 
hands that afternoon; but he stuck to it that 
before leaving the schoolroom he had left them 
lying on the floor as he found them, safe and 
sound, so far as he was concerned. 

You may suppose how the Dominie threatened 
and stormed during this investigation. If some 
fit instrument of correction had been handy, he 
would probably have chastised Tam forthwith, 
without further inquiry. As it was, he gave him 
one or two cufis to stimulate confession. But, 
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feeling rather helpless without his trusty tawse, 
he consented for the meanwhile to let the accused 
have the benefit of a doubt. 

" Maybe the mistress put them by," he said, 
alluding to the fact that every Saturday morning 
the schoolroom was given over to his wife and 
her servant lass for cleaning operations. "1*11 
speer at her first." 

Then, having refreshed himself with a pinch of 
snuff, he returned briskly to business, roaring 
and scowling at us as if this interruption had 
been our fault. 

"Noo, nae mair o' this! Dinna think that 
because I havena my tawse ye can mak' a fule 
o* me. Here's a colleague and successor for ye ! " 

With this touch of his grim humour he caught 
up the tapering pointer used for the black-board, 
and, coming down among our benches, proceeded 
to slash about him like a harlequin, till we were 
all sitting still as mice in our places. Then, 
during the rest of the morning, nobody could 
give himself up to work with a quiet mind, for 
fear of the old Dominie, who kept moving up and 
down at our backs, poking us up by rows at a 
time with the sharp pointer, and exclaiming. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SCOTCH STORY, 33 

** Te're idle ! ye 're idle ! " when we would be 
perhaps labouring in the very middle of a sum 
or a copy. The loss of his tawse seemed to have 
quite unsettled him, deranging his usual methods 
of instruction; and, luckily, he couldn't hit us 
very hard with what he called the " colleague and 
successor," for fear of breaking it — as he did, by 
the way, before the morning was over. 

So things went on till we were all let loose 
for an interval of refreshment to mind and body. 
Some of the scholars in that parish, you must 
know, came from so far that it was not worth 
their while to go back for dinner, and in the 
short winter afternoons it was a convenience to 
have school over at an early hour; so we had 
only a short break at midday, and the way with 
many of us was to bring from home a " piece " 
of bread and cheese, bannock, or what not. 
Those who did not receive their supplies in kind 
would have a hawbee or so, to be spent upon a 
hard biscuit or " bap " at the village shop. The 
" baps " or rolls were chiefly in favour, as being 
what is vulgarly called most filling at the price, 
but the hard biscuits had their advantages in 
lasting longer, and being suitable for taking into 
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bcIlooI to eat on the sly, a little bit at a time, 
flavoured by the exciting risk of tasting the 
tawse upon discovery. They were enviably rich 
who had a whole penny to spend. Such favourites 
of fortune affected superior dainties, in the w$.y 
of scones, Abemethy biscuits, ginger-bread snaps, 
and "parliament," which the rest could only 
indulge in now and again, through rare wind- 
falls. 

Thus we learned betimes to practise the good 
old Scottish virtue of abstentious frugality, priding 
ourselves on not being so greedy as those English 
youngsters who, it was fabled among us, could 
not pass three hours of the day without eating. 
There were hardy ones who sometimes went 
hungry all day, that they might spend their 
small " piece money " upon a ball, a pencil, or 
some other treat, not for the stomach. I remem- 
ber one girl of dainty tastes, whose means came 
to one halfpenny per diem, which she generally 
saved up one day out of two, that she might 
enjoy the luxury of a penny tart upon the other. 
Then there was a farmer's son who would come 
provided with as many apples as he could stuff 
into his satchel, which he was always able to dis- 
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pose of to great advantage for a share of more 
substantial eatables. And I coald tell of a 
studious boy, now one of the most popular 
ministers in Glasgow, who, whether it was from 
his own choice or the poverty of his family, 
attended school all the year round without hav- 
ing a morsel to eat between his morning porridge 
and his mother's tea-time, and was too proud to 
accept a bite from any of his companions. Some 
fine folks, who never knew what it was to want 
their fill of meat and drink, may be horrified at 
such disclosures ; all I have to say is, that 

'* Buirdly chiels and clever hizzies 
Are bred in sic a way as this is." 

But I am wandering a little from my story. 
What I should have come to sooner is, that as 
soon as we were outside half the school crowded 
round Tam Rutherford, eager to get fuller infor- 
mation on this affair than could have been ex- 
pected from him within hearing of Mr. Smeaton. 
Most of us hardly doubted but that Tam had 
really had something to do with the disappear- 
ance of the Dominie's tawse. It was just such a 
prank as seemed natural for him to have a hand 
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in, if he got the chance, and one which none of 
the other laddies would have been unwilling to 
help forward, if they had the courage — an exploit, 
under ordinary circumstances, as creditable as 
taking his enemy's scalp would be in the eyes of 
a Bed Indian. But the chiefs and counsellors 
of our juvenile tribe had reason to think it ill- 
timed at that present juncture. It had been 
an unusually fine summer, and the harvest was 
coming on early, with which should begin our 
holidays, the precise date being fixed much at 
Mr. Smeaton's discretion. That very day the 
bigger boys had been proposing to tie a "sing- 
ling" of ripe com to the handle of the school- 
door, the customary hint by which we suggested 
to our Dominie that it ought to be closed for the 
season. They wished, then, to have him in as 
good humour as possible; and this was why 
forcible remonstrances were addressed to Tam 
on his having chosen such a critical moment for 
provoking that despot of ours. 

" Well no get the ' play ' for anither fortnight, 
gin he dinna find his tawse. What a gowk ye 
were, Tam, to meddle wi' them ! " 

" It wasna me, I've tell't ye," protested Tam, 
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much more bold and emphatic now than when 
answering for himself before the master. 

" He thinks it was, then," said another. 

" I ken what he thinks just as well as if I was 
inside o' him ; but a body may think what's no 
true." 

" You don't know what has become of them ? " 
asked the minister's son. 

" Hoo many times am I to tell ye, — no ! " 
cried Tam, evidently losing his temper. " Sure's 
deith, 1 Ve done naething wi' them." 

«Wha was'tthen?" 

" What for d'ye speer at me ? There's Jessie 
Paa" 

" Eh, he wants a lassie to get licked for him ! " 
put in Jessie's brother, firing up at this hint. 

" Say that again, Jock Pae, and I'll give you a 
crack on the mooth," raged Tam, stung to the 
quick by such a taunt. 

** Well, arena ye seeking to pit the blame on 
her?" 

" And didna she tell about me ? That was a 
mean trick, just like a lassie! But, mind ye, 
I'm no saying Jess did it. She'd be henned to 
do the like o' that." 
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Thus vehemently Tarn declared his iDnocence, 
and as he could have no motive for deceiving us, 
we were fain to believe him. But if he hadn't 
made away with the tawse, what could have 
become of them ? It was a puzzling question, 
which continued to be discussed long after the 
pieces had been eaten, without any further light 
being thrown upon it. Even Dumps, squeezing 
himself through the paling which divided the 
manse garden from our playground, came to 
take part in these confabulations; but then he 
generally did manage to join us when anything 
to eat was going forward. He frisked about 
from group to group, keeping a keen look-out 
for stray fragments that might be thrown him, 
and wagging his tail sagaciously, as if to intimate 
that he knew all about the matter, whatever it 
might be. 

When we came into school again the mystery 
was by no means cleared up. Mr. Smeaton had 
been home in the interval, and learned from his 
wife that no tawse were lying about when she 
cleared up the schoolroom. To make sure, he 
ordered a grand hunt to be set on foot. Nothing 
loth so to spend part of a weary school hour, we 
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wont to work with the utmost zeal ; presses were 
opened, benched were moved, drawers were turned 
out ; there was no dusty comer left tmransacked 
by the tumultuous mob of youngsters, who got 
nothing but the fun for their pains. The tAWM 
must either have taken legs and walked away, or 
found hands to assist in their flitting. 

At length the master ordered this tumultuous 
search to cease, then, ascending his throne of 
office, skewered Tam Eutherford with his blood- 
shot eye, and said in his most impressive tones— 

" I see how this matter is ; do you still persist 
in your denial ? " 

Tam put on his doggedest look, but said not 
a word, good or bad. 

" Did you think I would be such a flat as to 
believe your story? I will give you till to- 
morrow morning to produce my tawse, or to con- 
fess what you have done with them. That will 
be best for you in the end. If you remain still 
obstinate, I will give you such a thrashing as you 
never had in all your born days ; d'ye hear me ? " 

"Ay, I hear," burst out Tam, goaded into 
strange audacity. " Til no speak anither word 
aboot it." 
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"We'll see that, ma man ! " quoth the Dominie, 
grimly. "Gin the tawse arena fonnd, I'll gar 
ye ispeak, the mom's morning." 

Tam actually met his glare with a look of 
silent defiance. We beheld the lad's resolution 
with admiring awe, wondering that Mr. Smeaton 
did not fall upon him forthwith. But I fancy 
it was part of our master's character to respect 
any boy who stood boldly up to him, as a foeman 
not unworthy of his steel. Anyhow, he said no 
more for the present, but went on with the work 
of the school. 

And whether it was that the wind had set 
into an unaccountably favourable quarter with his 
temper that afternoon, or that he did not wish to 
appear as taking the loss of his tawse too much 
to heart, or that he saw fit to try coaxing us into 
good behaviour, he really seemed to be in a 
comparatively mild humour, just as well for him 
under the circumstances of wanting that formid- 
able persuader to obedience. 

He even showed a gruff jocosity, which was 
one of his moods, though not a very common 
one. When a boy was caught surreptitiously ex- 
hibiting a Jew's harp, Mr. Smeaton did nothing 
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worse to him than make him stand up on a 
form and play a tune for the public amusement. 
Over the arithmetic he condescended to treat us 
with all the good old quips about a herring and 
a half costing threehalfpence, the one cow's tail 
that would reach to the moon if it were long 
enough, and so on; and told us one or two of 
his well-worn jokes, at which we seldom failed to 
laugh. It could not be said of our instructor 
that " many a joke had he," but he had a few 
like this one : — 

" * Oor Jock's a grand hand at the coonting. 
Just ask him onything ye like.' — *Weel then, 
laddie, hoo mony's four and four, and I'll give 
ye a bawbee?' — * Sax.'— * There, I tell't ye! 
He's nae mair than twa oflft.' " 

For our own part, my recollection is that we 
did not try to take advantage of the situation ; 
rather were we sobered, and, as it were, set at a 
loss by this novel experience of having no tawse 
to deal with. Mr. Smeaton sat quiet as a lamb 
in his desk, in no mood to exert himself so far 
as a single box on the ears. It was a very hot 
afternoon indeed, and we couldn't help fidgetting 
and yawning a bit; then he resorted to the 
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fancifal punisbment of making naughty boys sit 
among the girls, and vic^ versd — ^a most unequal 
one, since it affected bold misdoers of the stem sex 
with no more acute shame than was testified by 
a sheepish grin, whereas a girl so treated would 
turn red as rowan-berries, and be fain to hide 
her face in her apron. 

Altogether, for this once, things went on 
pretty well without the tawse, though there were 
plenty of little incidents that made the Dominie 
feel the want of them. Before the whistle of the 
train passing behind the schoolhouse announced 
our hour of release to be at hand, that rusty 
bloom, if so it may be called, had got nearly 
worn off his temper by various small rubs, and 
we had already had more than one taste of its 
sour and crabbed side, when he gave the wel- 
come order to "take up slates." Then, no 
sooner had he finished the prayer with which we 
were wont to be dismissed than he turned to 
Tarn Rutherford, and almost in the same breath, 
as if it had been a sort of Amen, spoke one word 
containing a whole chapter of meaning. 

"Mind!" 
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CHAPTEE III. 

As BOOH as the Dominie had finished prayers next 
morning, he put his hand in his coat-tail pocket 
and lugged out a pair of tawse. Not the old 
ones — they were brown and broad and bad enough 
in their way — but a brand-new pair, a long, thick, 
narrow, black strap with only two tails ; nothing 
else, indeed, but a carriage trace slit half-way up 
the middle, with stiff curly points, as if they had 
been hardened in the fire: altogether a most 
vicious-looking instrument, at the sight of which 
the boldest of us might well resolve on doing our 
best to keep out of its way. A whisper of critical 
appreciation ran through the room. 

On former occasions, when a pair of new tawse 
was inaugurated, it had been our master's grimly 
playful custom to deal out one palmy apiece all 
round the school, by way of " taking off the smell," 
as he put it. But now he appeared in no mood 
for such trifiing ; serious business was in hand. 
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" Whaur's Tam Rutherford ? " he asked, glower- 
ing at the seat where Tam should have been. 

Tam was not there. Just then the door opened, 
and in he came with two or three other delinquents, 
who had arrived late, and had been waiting in the 
passage outside till prayers should be over. These 
others entered slouching, stepping gingerly, try- 
ing to steal to their places without notice, if 
possible ; but Tam walked deliberately into the 
middle of the floor, holding up his head and keep- 
ing his eye on the Dominie. 

"Eh, and ye come late, too?" said Mr. 
Smeaton, for once ignoring this fry of petty 
oflFenders, and addressing himself only to Tam. 
"Weel, it can a* go into the same accoont. 
Ye'd better have stayed away a'thegither, if ye 
havena brought yonr 

Tam knew what he meant without further ex- 
planation, but, true to his word, made no answer. 
He simply put down his books and walked out 
into the open space before the master's desk, 
where signal punishments were wont to be per- 
formed. There he stood waiting for what should 
come. 

" Vera gude," said the Dominie, descending to 
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the floor, with the new tawse in his hand, and 
holding them up for the due intimidation of their 
first victim. " * He that will to Cupar, maun to 
Cupar,' or, as English folk say, *A wilful man 
must have his way and mak' the best o't/ A 
fule's trick ye have played, Tam Eutherford, for 
ye needna tell me it was no you! The auld 
tawse chastised ye with whups, and as ye werena 
pleased wi' them, we'll see hoo ye like scorpiuns. 
Noo, ma mannie, we'll just handsel the new anes 
on you, that have the maist right to't. Hold 
out ! " 

Tam had meanwhile been giving his paw a 
preparatory rub upon his corduroys, and now, 
without more ado, he held it up for the tor- 
mentor to work his will upon. The Dominie 
stepped back to get a good swing, raised the 
tawse over his shoulder, and they were whistling 
down, when the boy suddenly drew back his 
hand with an exclamation, so that Mr. Smeaton 
only hit himself on the leg. 

It was Dumps, that had followed him into the 
schoolroom, these late-comers having forgotten 
to close the door. When the dog saw its friend 
Tam in danger it gave an angry growl, and 
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flew at the assailant. The Dominie made one 
wild blow of the tawse in his own defence, then 
turned to fly, with Dumps hanging desperately 
on to his coat tails. Fancy the excitement of 
the whole school at this interlude of a man and 
dog fight ! 

"Mr. Dowie, Mr. Dowie! Wha's that ofier- 
ing to laugh ? Shoo ! Shoo ! Tak* aff the tyke, 
some o' ye I Choke it — ^tak' the pointer till it — 
hit it o'er the heid — let me get a gude crack 
at it ! Eh, ye brute ! " 

Thus, driven to bay against the wall, he 
shouted and exclaimed, and kicked out back- 
wards, and slashed behind him with the tawse, 
trying in vain to beat off his adversary, which 
continued to worry his coat tails, luckily without 
doing much harm to his inner integuments. 

And now must be recorded the gallantry of 
Mr. Dowie, who, when all the rest of us sat 
still in amazement and doubt, and did not stir 
hand or foot to assist our endangered Dominie, 
nay, even laughed gracelessly, some of us, at 
his ludicrous plight, the lamb-like Mr. Dowie, 
I say, fixing his spectacles firmly on, rushed 
forward most bravely to the aid of his chiefK 
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gripped the dog by the neck and dragged it off, 
not without much effort and the risk of one or 
two snaps which it made at his own hands when 
once its teeth were out of the master's coat 
tails. Having accomplished this rescue, Mr. 
Dowie still kept dragging the dog to the door, 
Tarn himself lending a hand ; and the irate 
Dominie, soon recovering from his confusion, 
followed, kicking poor Dumps and laying on the 
tawse to its exposed rear, so that it howled 
dolefully, and must have bitterly regretted its 
interference on such a scene ; and all of us 
jumped up and shouted out and laughed, turn- 
ing the schoolroom once more into a very 
Babel. 

When Dumps had effectually been sent flying 
out with a farewell kick, the door was shut in 
its face, and Mr. Dowie slunk modestly back 
to his place, looking quite ashamed of himself 
indeed for his prominent part in these pro- 
ceedings. But the Dominie himself remained 
for a little while in the outside passage, ho 
doubt examining his torn coat tails, and gene* 
rally smoothing his rufiSied plumage ; and mean- 
while Tarn took up his place again in the arena 
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of execution, where he stood half laughing, half 
looking serious, the object of many whispered 
and telegraphed signals, meant to console or 
inspirit him in this interval of suspense. 

Presently Mr. Smeaton came back, and, with- 
out taking any notice of the service his assistant 
had just rendered him, began fault-finding as 
usual. 

" Mr. Dowio, did ye tak' the names o' them 
that were laughing the noo ? " 

" No ; I just didn't notice," said the assistant, 
meekly. 

" That's a gude job for them. I'll thank you 
to see that the door's not left open again ; and, 
Alick Robertson," turning to the minister's son, 
" will ye bid your folks keep their tyke to 
themsers, or next time I catch it here I'll be 
the death of it. What for are ye keeking at 
ma coat ? " 

This, too, to some inquisitive observer, who 
quickly diverted the bent of his curiosity ; then 
the Dominie was at liberty to deal with Tarn 
Rutherford. 

" Now, you, sir. Did ye think I was going 
to let ye off ? Oome on." 
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Once more Tarn stoutly held up his rough 
paw, on which this time the tawse did not fail 
to descend with an appalling smack. He was 
doing his best not to flinch, but after the second 
stroke he hastily drew back that hand and sub- 
stituted the other. The new tawse evidently 
proved a match for his fortitude. The Dominie 
was laying them on with all his might, and it 
was not so much the force of the blows that 
told, but a sort of smart flip, with which he 
had the knack of ending his stroke. Still Tam 
did not give in; holding out right and left in 
turns, he treated his hand to a squeeze between 
his knees, longer and harder each time, before 
he submitted it to a fresh infliction, setting 
his lips tight, stiffening his arms, and watching 
with steady eye the sweep of every cut. At 
first he held out quickly, as if eager to get it 
over; but as the punishment went on he had 
clearly to make a greater effort to come up to 
the scratch, and it must have been a hearty 
relief to him when the Dominie stopped, afber 
administering ten palmies, each " heavy enough 
to make a hole in the door," as some pitying 
and admiring girl afterwards described it. 
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Tam never said a word nor let a single tear 
run down his freckled cheeks. As soon as it 
was over he put his smarting hands in his 
pockets, walked to his place, and sat down with 
as much as possible the air of nothing having 
happened to him. Mr. Smeaton pocketed the 
tawse, looking very red and hot, as he nsnally 
did after such a job, this being the only exercise 
he took, and he said, savagely — 

" There, now, ye'U get the same every morn- 
ing till ye tell me what's come of the auld 
tawse; and I hope ye'll like the new anes 
better." 

For answer, Tam only opened a book, and 
fixed his eyes tightly upon it. We all looked 
upon him with much sympathy, which, speech 
being out of the question, was practically ex- 
pressed by the boy that sat next him. I saw 
Alick Robertson cutting his new pencil in two, 
and slipping one half on to Tam's book. But 
it was a lassie that shook her little fist at Mr. 
Smeaton when his back happened to be turned. 
Public opinion, indeed, was seldom enough on 
the side of our pedagogue. 

Having refreshed himself, after his exertions, 
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with a pinch of snuff, Mr. Smeaton called up a 
class, and presently, his attention being engaged, 
the boys who sat near Tam were able to com- 
municate with him by hurried snatches of 
whispering. 

" Was it sore ? " " Are they sappy ? " " Are 
they muckle worse than the auld yanes?" was asked 
with eager interest ; and Tam, stealthily surveying 
his hot palms, was constrained to let his neigh- 
bours also examine the effects of the punishment. 

Alas ! some of us were soon to know in our 
own persons the prowess of the new tawse. 
There were the usual one or two who had for- 
gotten to bring their slate-pencil (a heinous crime 
in Mr. Smeaton's moral philosophy), there was 
a silly laddie who was detected chewing india- 
rubber, there was another who adventured un- 
timely to spout barley through a quill, there was 
some restless imp caught in the very act of pass- 
ing a pinch down his class, there was the woful 
maker of a hideous blot on his copy-book, there 
was the unprincipled Latinist who would have 
regeho the future of Q^ego — all these, and perhaps 
some others, whom memory fails to record, had 
that forenoon a taste of the new tawse for them- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



52 '' dumps:' 



selves, and were able by sore experience to report 
them as atrocious in action as in appearance. All 
who shook hands with this most undesirable ac- 
quaintance, and all who duly marked and con- 
sidered the writhing and blubbering of these 
unlucky ones, were of one mind, that whoever 
had made away with the old tawse deserved any- 
thing but well of our community. 

Let loose into the playground, we were able 
freely to indulge our sympathy with Tam Ruther- 
ford, but he did not encourage any demonstration 
of it, turning away from all our praise and pity, 
and showing himself very " grumpy," even to his 
particular cronies when they would have thrashed 
the matter out in words. He had said he didn't 
want to talk about the matter, and he meant it. 
This ragged and freckled Tam had a stoical pride 
of his own ; his only consolation under such mis- 
fortune was not making a fuss about it. So far 
as I know, he did not even join in abusing the 
harsh Dominie, keeping to himself what bitter 
thoughts he might have. He seemed bent on 
taking it all with a sort of sullen quietness indeed, 
but soon brightened up under the cheery influ- 
ences of a game at " cross-tig," where he ran and 
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shouted as if there were no such things as tawse 
and dominies in the world. 

The rest of us, however, took up Tarn's canse 
more warmly than he appeared to do himself. 
Having settled in our judgment that he was 
innocent, we exhausted all our ingenuity in 
guessing what had become of the tawse, but could 
not fix the least suspicion on any one, unless it 
was Jessie Pae, and it was found hard to credit 
her with either motive or courage for such a deed, 
besides which, her big brother threatened to lick 
whoever might charge her with it. 

Against her, all the same, we turned the brunt 
of our indignation. It was through her cowardli- 
ness that Tam had been led into condemnation, 
and we let her know plainly enough what we 
thought of a " tale pyat." Jessie Pae went home 
in tears that day, with a derisive chorus singing 
at her heels : — 

"Tell-tale tit, 

Your tongue shall be slit, 
And all the tykes in the town 

Shall have a little bit." 

The Dominie was as good as his threat, and 
Tam proved no less stubborn. Every morning 
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was he called up and thrashed, but not a word 
would he say. Though he had to hold out his 
hands still marked with bruises of the last day's 
punishment, he soon hardened to the ordeal, and 
after the first day or two was able to stand it 
without flinching or hesitating, any more than he 
had been used to do under the old tawse, now so 
much regretted by every young sinner of us. 

It might be thought that this was a fair case 
for complaining at home of so gross injustice. 
But Tam was not likely to think of such a thing ; 
indeed, he did not care to set the example of 
telling tales out of school, which, in most cases, 
would hardly have been to his advantage. He 
had no mother living, and his father, a harsh- 
grained old Calvinist of the most rigid type, 
looked on him as a ne'er-do-weel, and had strictly 
charged the Dominie not to spare the rod upon 
him — as if Mr. Smeaton needed any exhorta- 
tion to this effect! We all remembered that 
day when Tam had "played kip" to see the 
otter-hunt, and his father had dragged him into 
school with his own hands, giving him up to the 
master " to break his wicked wuU for him." The 
parents of most of these scholars placed strong 
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faith in the precepts of Solomon ; some of them, 
indeed, spoke of going to school as if we were 
sent there mainly for the purpose of "getting 
our licks/' and any appeal at home against the 
severities of discipline would as likely as not be 
dismissed with a rough " Hoots ! awa wi* ye ! 
Bairns dinna ken what's for their ain gude." 

Tarn, then, had nothing for it but to bear 
whatever befell without redress. He was pretty 
well used to punishment, and not much accus- 
tomed to identify it with desert. So he took his 
daily palmies in sturdy silence, consoling himself 
with the thought that this could not last much 
longer, as the reaping had already begun, and 
Mr. Smeaton must soon let us " have the play." 
It was a feature of the general spirit of enmity 
which our instructor seemed to cherish against 
youthful nature, that he put off the holidays as 
long as he could, and never announced them till 
a day or two before. 

Still all things must have an end, and one 
morning Mr. Smeaton made the welcome pro- 
clamation that the day next but one was to be 
our examination and prize giving, after which we 
should be free of him for some weeks, though to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



56 ''DUMPS:' 



a good many of Ms scholars sncli freedom meant 
hard work in the harvest field. A joyfal buzz 
ran round the school at this news, swelling into 
a general cheer and clapping of hands. Before 
the applause had ended Tam Rutherford was 
beckoned up to go through that painful daily- 
exercise of his, and obeyed the summons with 
his usual readiness, as if asking nothing more 
than to get it over and have done with it. 

We half expected that the Dominie would take 
this occasion of proclaiming an amnesty for Tam, 
but no such thing. Sometimes he was observed 
to show a certain stem satisfaction in a boy's 
bearing his inflictions bravely. In this case, 
however, he seemed to lose all patience, and 
gave Tam a double dose of palmies, which 
apparently made no more impression on him 
than before. 

" Your hide, sir, is as thick as your heid ; 
you're as hard and as thrawn as a cuddy!" 
cried Mr. Smeaton, provoked by the boy's firm- 
ness into sad disrespect for the rules of grammar. 
" But we'll see, my man, whether you or me is 
to give in first : that's just the scart o' a preen 
to what ye'll get the mom, if ye dinna speak ! " 
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He was quite hoarse with passion, and we all 
looked frightened for Tarn's sake. Jessie Pae 
began to cry. We thought it served her right 
that she should feel the trouble she had brought 
upon him. Few of us would have cared to be 
in Tarn's skin, but still fewer would have ex- 
changed places with the tell-tale. 

Now, I don't see the good of keeping my 
reader in the dark, as some story-tellers are so 
fond of doing. He will be wondering whether 
it was Tarn, or Jessie, or who that really made 
away with the tawse. I am going to tell him 
the truth here, and then he can sympathise 
with Tam as heartily as we did. 

When Tam and Jessie were kept in that 
Friday afternoon, Mr. Dowie had left them alone, 
after giving them some sums to do. They soon 
finished this task, having hit upon the ingenious 
idea of co-operation, each doing one-half and 
copying the rest from the other. Being thus 
left idle, Tam saw the tawse lying under a form, 
and pounced upon them to relieve the irksome- 
ness of confinement. It was quite true that he 
expressed a wish to drown them in the bum, 
but this was no more than any of us might have 
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done, and meant nothing serious. Then he 
proposed to Jessie that they should indulge in 
the amusement of giving one another amateur 
palmies ; but she wouldn't hear of such a thing, 
not even though he had offered her odds — ^he 
would take two to her one ! She would have 
none of his rough play; she would tell the 
master ; she saw no fon to be got out of meddling 
with such a ticklish subject. 

Since his companion in misfortune was found 
to be of so uncongenial tastes, Tam had next 
turned his attention to the pleasures of imagina- 
tion. He took the frame of the black-board 
for an eiBgy of Mr. Smeaton, and, under this 
title, was belabouring it with the tawse to his 
heart's content, when he heard the familiar yelp 
of Dumps outside. Here was a new pastime 
for him. He brought the dog in, and set it to 
hunting and worrying the tawse. 

" At it. Dumps ! Sh ! Sh ! " he kept crying 
and clapping his hands, as if the piece of leather 
had been a rat; nor did Dumps fail to enter 
into the fun of the notion. 

When he had thrown the tawse several times 
to the other end of the room and made Dumps 
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retrieve them, Tarn gravely ascended the Dominie's 
desk, and proceeded to hear his four-footed friend 
its lessons, afber the fashion of his own teacher. 

" Stand np, sir, and answer me this meenit ! 
Did ye think I didna see ye ? Ye canna mak' 
a fule o' me, ye ken! Come on and tell us 
noo what's the first person singular present in- 
dicative active o' the verb amo. Wud ye bark 
in ma face ? Wait till I tak' the tawse till ye. 
Ye havena learned a word o' your lesson, sir, 
and I won't pit up wi't. Hand oot your paw 
and get your licks ! " 

Jessie had meanwhile been standing at the 
window, holding herself aloof from these irreve- 
rent goings on. She now saved Dumps from 
the chastisement its ignorance had deserved, 
exclaiming — 

" Here's Mr. Dowie coming back ! " 

Tam then turned out the dog, threw down 
the tawse where he had picked them up, and 
when Mr. Dowie entered the room the two 
were both sitting demurely in their places with 
their slates before them. 

The asistant-master examined their sums, and, 
finding them correct, let the prisoners go. But 
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while lie himself still remained in the room for 
a few minutes, Dumps looked in again through 
the open door. There was its new plaything 
lying on the floor, and how should a dog know 
better than to catch up the tawse and carry 
them off under the short-sighted eyes of Mr. 
Dowie? So it was Dumps that had done all 
this mischief, ignorant how poor Tam was to 
suffer for its puppyish propensities. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

It mtist be understood that I am supplying some 
of these details from imagination rather than 
from memory, as I was too small a boy then to 
be let into all the ins and outs of the story. The 
hero of it, for all his corduroys and bare feet, 
stood high as a person of importance in our little 
world, to whom I looked up with respect, and 
thought myself favoured if ever he gave me 
a kindly word. I remember how, passing his 
father's cottage on my way to school that next 
morning, I saw him supping his porridge as 
heartily as if nothing dreadful were about to 
happen to him, and he seemed no less than a 
hero in my eyes, I wondered if I should have 
much appetite with such a sword of Damocles 
impending over my head — not indeed that I had 
ever heard of Damocles, but Tam's fate, as it 
appeared to my eyes, was as unenviable as that 
celebrated sufferer's. 
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On this last day of the school year the pro- 
ceedings usually had somewhat of a satumalian 
character. For one thing, the classes would be 
turned upside down, the looby taking the place 
of dvx and vice versd ; then the fun was to see 
how soon all parties would find their natural 
level. An exciting amusement, also, was settling 
our places from the mark-book; Mr. Smeaton 
read out the marks, which we took down on our 
slates and added up with great clattering of slate- 
pencils and hot eagerness to be done first. The 
bonds of discipline were sensibly loosened; the 
tawse generally began their holiday now, and 
even the Dominie's humour was wont to relax 
on such a singular occasion. 

To-day, however, it appeared that Tam Ruther- 
ford was to get no benefit from this time of 
grace. As usual, he was called up to undergo 
"the inexorable scourge and torturing hour," 
and Mr. Smeaton addressed him with formidable 
emphasis. 

"Thomas Rutherford, this is to be the last 
time and the worst. I am as sure in my own 
mind of your guilt as that I am standing here. 
If you will just confess, I'll maybe think you 
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have been punished enough for what you did. 
But if you will be stubborn, I'll flog you till you 
do speak, if I have to be the whole morning at 
it. So just tell me what you did wi' my tawse, 
and let's ha'e nae mair aboot it." 

For a moment it seemed that Tam's heroism 
was about to prove not of the first water. He 
hesitated, fidgeted, and cleared his throat as if 
considering this ofier of pardon on easy terma 
Would it not be better to make a confession and 
come ofi* with impunity, than to hold fast to his 
former declaration, braving the utmost terrors of 
the tawse ? But conscience, or pride, or obsti- 
nacy, or all together, gained the struggle that 
must have gone on within his carroty poll, for 
he answered abruptly, like one unwilling to be 
too much tempted — 

" Ye may lick me as lang as ye like, but ye'U 
no mak' me tell a lee." 

And therewith he stuck out a hand for the 
tyrant to work his worst upon without further 
delay. 

Mr. Smeaton had already grasped the tawse, 
when a harsh creaking of the outer door made 
itself heard, at which warning he threw them 
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hastily into an open drawer. This might be a 
visit from the minister or some other influential 
patron, by whom he scarcely cared to be seen 
performing the task of correction. The minister, 
it was understood, by no means approved of the 
zeal with which he discharged this part of his 
duties; and it was noted among us that the 
reverend gentleman's son Alick did not seem to 
get his fair share of what palmies might be going. 

It was not, indeed, the minister that now 
entered, yet a member of his household, Elspeth 
Roy, housemaid at the manse. Not so many 
years ago Elspeth had sat on these benches her- 
self, and she naturally appeared little at ease 
in presenting her cap and apron within the 
Dominie's den. Leaving the door wide open, as 
if to secure a ready retreat, she came forward 
awkwardly, trying not to laugh back in answer 
to the grinning recognition of acquaintances, and 
held out an article upon which all eyes were at 
once fixed. 

" The maister bid me ask if this was ony of 
yours ? " 

" It's ma tawse ! " exclaimed the Dominie. 
" Whaur got ye them ? " 
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"In the dog's kennel. Dumps has been 
chewing at them. He's just a puppy, that likes 
to keep his teeth aye working." 

Then, holding out the unfortunate implement 
at arm's length, she laid it under his nose, all 
gnawed, wet, and dirty; and having thus dis- 
charged her mission, made haste to withdraw 
while we remained lost in wonder. 

The first to break silence was Tam, who cried 
out, in tones of genuine surprise and relief, not 
unmingled with a touch of amusement — 

"Eh! it was Dumps that stole the tawse, 
then." 

"And what twa-legged tyke was it taught 
him sic-like tricks ? " asked the Dominie, sternly, 
beginning to suspect, yet unwilling to confess, 
that he had been unjust. 

Here Mr. Dowie came up to volunteer his 
testimony. He had seen Dumps hanging about 
the schoolroom again that Friday afternoon, and 
had turned him out for the second time just 
before locking the door. It had never occurred 
to him that the dog could have taken the tawse, 
but now he thought nothing more likely. Other 
evidence was ojfifered to the efiect that Dumps 
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had a habit of making off with boots, caps, and 
any other small articles upon which he conld 
use his teeth. It was pretty clear, then, that 
nobody but Dumps might have been to blame. 

"And ye kent naething aboot it?" Mr. 
Smeaton demanded of Tam, as if still anxious to 
justify himself by finding some excuse for the 
boy's severe punishment. 

" I tell't ye," said Tam, bluntly, condescend- 
ing to no fiirther explanation. 

" Weel, ye may tak' your seat ; but see you 
and let's have nae mair of this dog's burglarious 
exeets and entrances." 

It was not a very gracious way of extending 
pardon, under the circumstances, but, such as it 
was, Tam made haste to avail himself of it. He 
felt, and so did we, that on the whole he had 
come off best in the matter. 

But the Dominie seemed to be conscious of 
having got the wrong end of the stick, as they 
say, and he took two or three pinches of snuff 
before saying anything more. Then he thought 
best to assume that nothing more need be said. 

" An end to this nonsense ! " he cried, rapping 
fiercely on his desk. " Tak' slates and get on ! ** 
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It was clear, all the same, that Mr. Smeaton 
felt a little ashamed of himself ; and more than 
once in the course of the morning he tried to 
pass off the effects of his previous harshness by 
certain rough attempts at joviality, which, how- 
ever, fell rather flat, for we were all indignant at 
the injustice suffered by Tam. It was in vain 
that he aired his mouldy scholastic jests, telling 
as about the boy who got a bawbee from his 
granny for being " second dux," when there was 
only ^^him and a lassie" in the class; and 
about the Irishman who was glad his crop of 
apples had turned out so badly, since he lost so 
much a bushel by them, as it was ! The small 
bairns might feel obliged to smile, but the higher 
classes received these pleasantries with a stolid 
disdain, giving the Dominie to understand that 
to-day he only lost his labour in angling for 
popular approval. 

We got out of school early, after receiving 
final directions as to the examination. There 
was one other ceremony of a less public kind 
than that to be performed next day. At the 
end of every session the Dominie had the satirical 
custom of presenting his tawse as a "booby- 
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prize" to some idle or stupid lont whom he 
picked out as meriting this distinction, so that 
next time they met he might start fresh and fair 
with a new pair for a new set of classes. Usually 
there was a great deal of fiin over this business ; 
but on the present occasion it seemed like to 
pass off rather seriously. The Dominie, holding 
up the old tawse, asked — 

"What are we to do wi' these noo? Shall 
we gi'e them to Tam Eutherford ? As he's gotten 
his licks for takin' them, he might as weel ha'e 
them ; then he canna say it was a' for naething." 

"Yes, yes," shouted out some inconsiderate 
sympathisers with Tam, while others, mindftil of 
the indignity of the booby-prize, cried as loudly, 
"No, no." 

" Let him have the new ones, Mr. Smeaton," 
put in Alick Robertson, and this happy sugges- 
tion was received with general applause. 

"Maybe he'll think he's had more than he 
wants of them. But if he likes, he may ha'e 
them as a kind o' keepsake, and he can gi'e the 
auld anes to his friend Dumps, for if there ever 
was a stupid beast, it well deserves the booby- 
prize." 
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Tarn's sense of dignity not being very keen^ he 
grinningly consented to receive the booby-prize 
on behalf of Dumps ; and as for the other, he 
shared the common feeling that this formidable 
implement must be got rid of at any price. So 
both tawse were duly presented to him ; and of 
the old ones was made a collar for Dumps, but 
the new ones Tam cut up into very small bits, 
which he distributed to every boy and girl in 
the school who might desire such a memorial of 
their short but terrible reign. 

This was not all. When the rest of us were 
rushing out with an unrestrained tumult of 
cheering that well bespoke the end of the school 
year, Mr. Smeaton stopped Tam for a few words 
of half private confabulation. 

" Weel ! " he said, dryly, " I doubt ye think 
ye're a vera ill-used laddie." 

Tam half turned away, looking to the open 
door, and neither aflSrming nor denying what 
was thus put to him. The Dominie fumbled in 
his pocket, not for the tawse this time, but for 
money, which he brought forth to the extent of 
twopence, and would have bestowed upon the 
victim of his hastiness. 
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" Here's something till ye, to buy a fairing." 

Those of us who witnessed this incident looked 
on with wonder, and perhaps even envy. Two- 
pence is twopence all the world over, yet not 
the same thing everywhere — an indifferent trifle 
to an English public school boy, but to one like 
Tam a sum of consequence, its possession by no 
means an everyday experience, implying rare 
possibiKties of pleasure in the way of rock, snaps, 
sweeties, or " gundy," as we called toffee. It 
was not an offer to be lightly refiised by this 
barefooted laddie, who, nevertheless, did not hold 
out his hand to it as he had done to the tawse. 
Now he put his hands behind his back, and took 
a step away. 

" I dinna want it," he said. 

"Hoots, man!" persisted the Dominie, still 
pressing this smart-money upon him. 

Then Tam drew himself up, and looked his 
oppressor full in the face, saying — 

" It wasna fair ! " 

The old man seemed to quail before his look, 
and had not another word to say. And the boy, 
having thus clenched the whole business, turned 
his back to the twopence, clapped on his well- 
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worn bonnet, and ran out into the playground, 
with all the honours of a moral victory, and, by 
way of trophy, a pair of tawse sticking out at 
earch pocket of his breeks. 

But Tarn's triumph and the Dominie's humilia- 
tion were not yet complete. Next morning we 
all came to school in our best clothes, such as 
they were, and wearing a subdued air, as be- 
came the character of this public occasion. The 
school-room had been smartened up ; round the 
walls was hung a little exhibition of our best 
maps and copy-books. Our Dominie, for this 
one day in the year, wore a rusty black gown 
over his Sabbath suit of black, and had also 
made himself imposing by an enormous collar 
and stock, in which his choleric face seemed to 
be tightly framed without the power of moving. 

He, deprived of his customary throne, had 
hardly space to stalk up and down like a caged 
and tamed lion in the middle of the room ; we 
sat demurely at one end; at the other our 
parents and friends were accommodated as far 
as the seats would go; and a place of honour 
had been leffc clear for such notabilities of the 
neighbourhood as might honour us with their 
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presence. The minister took the chair, relaxing 
from his grave dignity with an air of paternal 
interest in the young people of his parish. 

The examination was not a very formidable 
matter, the Dominie being left to ask most of 
the questions himself, and, of course, he took 
care to put them so as not to display our ignor- 
ance. The minister and one or two of the more 
instructed parishioners would perhaps strike in 
now and then for form's sake, but if they did 
chance to ask any awkward questions, the 
audience was not a critical one. We youngsters, 
to tell the truth, knew more about the ablative 
of animal^ the capital of Morocco, the boundaries 
of Asia, the rule of compound proportion, and 
so on, than did most of our old folks not so 
fresh from the educational oven ; and though in 
those days we might look on the minister as a 
man of vast learning, I have since had reason 
to doubt if even he could have told you off- 
hand the population of Eussia or the date of 
Queen Mary's execution. The only point where 
we were much in danger was on the Shorter 
Catechism, which these amateur examiners, from 
frequent family practice, had still at their finger 
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ends ; but there we had been well drilled. So 
the examination, as usual, went off without a 
hitch, and the chairman was duly able to com- 
pliment both ourselves and our instructor. 

Then came the giving of prizes — not very- 
many nor very costly in our school, still none 
the less valued by the proud recipients. The 
Dominie read out the list, beginning with the 
youngest and ending by the head of the school, 
who came modestly forward to be decorated with 
a handsome bronze medal, and to listen to an 
exhortation from the chairman, delivered specially 
to him as the representative of the whole school. 
Any other gentleman who had a gift that way 
also gave us a few words of good advice; and 
the proceedings usually ended in rounds of 
general cheering for the company, for the holi- 
days, and even for the Dominie as often as not, 
since at such a time we were in the humour to 
be generous, forgetting and forgiving. 

But I should have told you before this that 
there was one prize for general good conduct 
which fell to be awarded by popular election. 
Each boy and girl wrote down the name of 
whatever schoolfellow in his or her opinion had 
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best deserved to be so distingaislied ; and this 
prize of our own was more valued than any the 
authorities could bestow. Here is a touch of 
the constitutional, not to say republican, char- 
acter found in Scotch sphools. From time im- 
memorial it had not been left to our despot to 
decide who might have behaved best. In our 
hands I fancy the choice rather indicated who 
happened to be the most general favourite. 

Slips of paper were handed round by the head 
of each class ; everybody who could write at all 
wrote down his or her vote ; then the votes were 
collected in a hat and laid before the chairman 
to be examined and counted. An interval of 
keen interest followed. It was usual for two 
or three aspirants to this distinction to be seen 
trying to look as unconscious or indifferent as 
possible, while most of us, of course, had nothing 
else to be eager about but the success of our 
chosen candidate. Jessie Pae was said to have 
entertained hopes, but she knew now that she 
had no chance. 

This time the suspense did not last long. 
The minister rapidly disposed of the little heap 
of papers, and pushed them away with a certain 
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air of surprise, which was also manifest in his 
voice when he announced — 

"Nearly everybody has put down the same 
name— Thomas Eutherford ! " The reverend 
gentleman might well be a little surprised, for 
Tam was not celebrated in the parish for what 
generally passes as good behaviour. 

" Tam, my man," he said, hesitating, " I am 
glad to see you have got the good word of all 
your schoolfellows ; but the master and I would 
like just to know why this prize should come to 
you." 

Nobody made answer to this, except the minis- 
ter's son, an impudent young chatterer, who often 
took on himself to say out what others durst only 
whisper. Now he remarked half audibly — 

" For getting his licks ! " 

" Eh ! What ? " exclaimed the minister ; but 
the Dominie, looking black as thunder, and spill- 
ing his snuff in the effort to restrain himself, 
nevertheless made haste to put an end to this 
inconvenient inquiry. 

"They might ha'e chosen better, and they 
might ha'e chosen worse," he said, which indeed 
was high praise from him. 
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The minister then, having no very definite 
excuse for refusing to confirm onr election, called 
npon Tarn Bntherford to come and receive his 
prize, a handsomely bound copy of the " Scottish 
Worthies," with a well-engrossed certificate, the 
work of Mr. Dowie's experienced hand, which 
had only to be filled in with his name to declare 
him the most punctual, industrious, obliging, 
obedient, and generally deserving pupil for the 
past year ! 

And now nobody showed more surprise or 
reluctance to accept such honours than did Tam 
himself, who, indeed, had been fairly confounded 
by the result of the election. He had to be 
pulled and shoved firom his seat by the Mendly 
efforts of those beside him. You would have 
hardly known the bold and active Tam of every 
day had you now seen him, sheepishly awkward 
in a suit of cloth clothes too small for his grow- 
ing limbs, shambling up to the minister as 
shamefaced as if he felt that we were all making 
fun of him. Amid the loudest cheers of that 
day, he took the prize, handling it rather like a 
hot poker, and, red to the tips of his ears, fled 
back to the comer whence he had been called 
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into publicity, to be received there with fresh 
applaase and congratnlations, all which he an- 
swered almost angrily — 

"Whisht! Whisht! Hand your tongue, 
man!" 

So far, then, did Tam Eutherford profit by his 
undeserved castigations ; and further, when the 
school opened again in September he was like 
another boy. Whether it was that he had 
promised himself to spite the Dominie in giving 
him henceforth as little chance as might be of 
exercising the tawse at his expense, or that the 
irony of his getting the good conduct prize had 
touched him to the quick, or that, like many 
other wild laddies, the time had come for him to 
" tak' a thocht," Tam certainly turned over a new 
leaf. He soon made himself known for as dili- 
gent and exemplary a scholar as he had formerly 
been idle and careless. That year he honestly 
won a Latin prize ; and the year after, a new 
dominie having entered into office — for Govern- 
ment Inspectors, Revised Codes, and the general 
march of educational progress had at last put an 
end to Mr. Smeaton s reign — Tam came out dux 
of the whole school, and had the good conduct 
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prize once more unanimously voted to him, this 
time with all justice. 

By-and-by he went to college, his father fondly 
hoping, after all, to see the day when he should 
wag his head in a pulpit. He never got that 
length, indeed, but he prospered in an ambition 
of his own. He became a doctor, married the 
daughter of a well-to-do Dundee tradesman, and 
is comfortably settled at this day as a country 
practitioner in the Oarse of Gowrie. All this 
worldly advancement he declares that he owes, 
without any great need of gratitude on his part, 
to the Dominie's tawse and the mischievous dog, 
Dumps. 
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CHAPTEE I. 

" But you won't tell, at all events, Fenwick ? " 

" No, Jim ; I'll not tell. But I'll have nothing 
to do with it. It's not canny meddling with 
bogles, I tell you." 

" And you used to be as fond of a bit of fun 
as any fellow in the town," said Jim Ewbank, 
reproachfully. 

" Yes, when I was young and foolish. Now 
I am getting old, and getting sense. I am 
nearly a year older than any of you young folks, 
so you had best take my wise advice, and leave 
this thing alone. I have heard of people being 
frightened out of their lives by such tricks." 

" Frightened out of their fiddlesticks!" quoth 
Ewbank, scornfully. " It's you that are frightened, 
Bob Fenwick. I suppose you think we may 

F 
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tumble over a real ghost ! Or perhaps yoa are 
afraid of getting into a row with that precious 
master of yonrs. Bob Fenwick afraid I " 

"You shall see which of us is afinid nest 
time you get a chance," said Feawick, walking 
away to avoid further controversy, followed by 
jeers and taunts from the rest of us, and by 
another reminder from Jim that he had promised 
to keep our secret. 

^' But do you think there's any chance of 
frightening him so much as all that ? " I asked. 

" Boo ! We are only going to give him a wee 
scare, and have him laughed at all over the town. 
Nobody who has any wits to be frightened out 
of believes in bogles nowadays. Anyhow, I'm 
going to do what I said, and any of you chaps 
who like to come will see the fun. And if you 
don't like, you had better hold your tongues 
about it, or it will be worse for you to see me 
than any bogle." 

The reader may now not object to know who 
and what were the group of lads among which 
this conversation was passing. First and fore- 
most, in respect that without me you would not 
have a word of this story, there was myself, who 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A NORTH COUNTRY STORY, 83 

had just been apprenticed to never-mind-what 
trade. Then came Jim Ewbank, the doctor's 
son, an idle and somewhat mischievous boy of 
fifteen, noted for having a finger in half the tricks 
played in the neighbourhood. Fenwick, hitherto 
known as a comical, harum-scarum fellow, had 
recently grown much more staid and demure 
since he entered life in no less a capacity than 
that of pupil-teacher at the parish school The 
others were cronies of ours who need only be 
distinguished after the fashion of the old 
plays, as "First juvenile citizen, second ditto," 
and so on. 

We were all natives of a certain small town 
near the borders of England and Scotland, where 
we had till now spent our lives in a contented 
belief that it was no other than the centre of the 
universe, and with a tolerably good opinion of 
our own worth and wisdom as leading members of 
its youthful society. But of late this complacent 
self-satisfaction had been rudely broken in upon. 
A disturbing influence had been introduced in 
the shape of a new parish schoolmaster, a smart 
young man &om London, by name Atkins; and by 
nature a very objectionable person in our eyes, 
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seeing that he did not conceal his contempt for 
our local peculiarities, and talked much of improve^ 
ments to be made in our ways and manners 

We older lads, you will understand, were be-* 
yond his tyranny so far as school days went, but 
there was yet a means by which all of us came 
into contact with this reformer. Our town had 
been reached by the movement for teaching 
science to young men. Classes had been estab- 
lished after the model which in ^ larger place 
would have been called a mechanics' institute ; 
and the new schoolmaster, zealously entering into 
the matter, had undertaken to teach chemistry. 
Into this study, induced by the persuasion of our 
parents, or by an enlightened desire of rising in 
the world, or by a natural curiosity, or by a 
youthful love of explosions, or for want of some- 
thing better to do in the long evenings, several 
of us had entered with more or less earnestness, 
and some of us did not fail to fall foul of our 
teacher almost at the outset of our scientific 
career. For he certainly had an unpleasant 
manner of communicating information, being, if 
I am not mistaken, * rather conceited, sarcastic, 
and supercilious, too impatient with our slow 
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head&, and too ready to air his satirical wit at thd 
expense of the dull bumpkins, as he called ua, 
among whom his talents seemed to him to be 
thrown away. 

Stung by certain utterances of this sort, Jim 
Ewbank and a few birds of the same feather had 
laid their thick polls together and planned to 
discomfit this metropolitan wiseacre with a com- 
mon country joke. We took Fenwick into the 
plot, never doubting but that he would make a 
congenial conspirator, and were rather surprised 
to find that his scruples, or his fears, or his 
loyalty to his chief, were strong enough to hold 
him aloof from our doings. But as he promised 
not to betray us, we told ourselves that we should 
get on very well without him, and thoughtlessly 
proceeded to execute the project for which the 
hour and the place were already fixed. 

The name of our little Northumberland town 
is of no importance, but if I were to mention 
it, you cannot have read much history without 
recalling the famous old castle — ^now an equally 
famous ruin — which is its chief feature, and 
almost its only attraction for strangers. I leave 
you to guess the name, with this hint, that Sir 
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Walter Scott's " Tales of a Grandfather *' is very- 
pleasant reading. The hollow broken shell of 
the formidable fortress, which so often baffled 
not only plundering moss-troopers, but invading 
armies, stands grimly visible for miles around 
on the head of a bare hillock that divides the 
town into two parts — Eastcastle and Westcastle, 
as they are still called by old people. Over this 
hill and through the ruins led a path, used as 
a short cut from one end of the town to the 
other, while the long winding street makes a 
circuit round the hill. It was not every native 
who would choose that path by night and alone, 
but we had observed that the schoolmaster 
always took it in coming to the room where his 
evening class was held. Here, then, was to be 
the scene of our jest. And of all nights in the 
year, it was Hallowe'en, when bogles, warlocks, 
elfs, and other eerie beings are understood to 
have special freedom of doing the best they can 
to frighten even an unbelieving nineteenth cen- 
tury out of its scientific certainties. 

As soon as it was dark some four or five of 
us met at the foot of the hill, and, when we 
were all assembled, not before, went up together 
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to the castle. It was a still, moonlefls night. 
The ruins loomed darkly through the gloom, as 
we entered the wide open space in the centre, 
stepping cautiously cm the soft turf and stumb- 
ling over the little mounds and hollows and 
fragments of grass-grown stone by which the 
ground was broken. Thus we made our way to 
the farther side, where the ivied walls stood 
highest and firmest, and the remains of cells, 
buttresses, and loopholes could most clearly be 
traced by daylight. Here, among the deepest 
shadows, we halted, and involuntarily simk our 
voices as we spoke in such a spot. 

" Eh, but it's cold," said one. 

" Were ye ever here before at night ? " 
whispered another. "It's an uncanny kind of 
place, I'm thinking." 

"They say there's a real -ghost walks here 
every night at twelve o'clock," I remarked, most 
unseasonably. 

" They say stuff and nonsense ! " cried Jim 
Ewbank, scornfully. " Don't you say such 
things, or you'll see what I say to you, and 
you won't say thank you for it" 

"Bob Fenwick tells some queer tales about 
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the castle, and old Sir Albany Eeavely, that it 
belonged to ever bo many hundred yeard ago. 
He read them in a book, and ^" 

"Blethers! I wish we had Bob Fenwick 
here; we'd see him shaking and shivering all 
over, I fancy. Now, hold your long tongues, 
and let us trot out a real bogle." 

With this he struck a lucifer match, by whose 
faint glimmer the little band of conspirators 
could just see each other's faces beside the damp, 
broken surface of the wall. Jim had under his 
jacket a turnip lantern, hollowed out in the 
usual fashion, with slits ioT the mouth and eyes. 
This was stuck upon a stick, and when an inch 
of tallow candle inside was lighted it presented 
an appearance sufficiently grotesque or appalling 
as any one came upon it, unexpectedly or other- 
wise. We, who had no reason to be afraid of 
it, laughed when we surveyed our handiwork 
from a little distance, but Jim, the leader of the 
enterprise, commanded silence. 

" JsA, lads, away and hide yourselves, or he'll 
catch us ! Kirk, you run down to the gate 
and look out for him, and when he's coming 
make a noise like an owl. If it's anybody else 
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that comes, just whistle to me, and Til throw 
my jacket over the bogle." 

These orders were obeyed forthwith, while 
Jim put the finishing stroke of gho&tliness on 
our bogle by artfully hanging his grey jacket on 
the stick that served it for a body. We were 
dispersing to various hiding-places from which 
to watch with silent chuckles tie efiect on our 
enemy of the snare we had thus laid for him. 

The church clock struck below, giving notice 
that our new schoolmaster might be expected 
every minute, though, as he was wont to despise 
our local timekeepers, and professed to keep his 
watch more correctly set by Greenwich, we 
might still have some little time to wait in this 
cold, sheary place of concealment. 

I, for my part, made for a vault or chamber 
of the old castle, which sank like a cave into 
the thick, crumbling walls, and was closed in 
on every side but the entrance, overgrown 
with weeds and long grass. With some little 
difficulty I groped to the opening, and was 
feeling my way into the black recess, not with- 
out certain misgivings, when I suddenly stopped, 
as I thought something stirred close before me. 
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I drew back with a little shudder, and while I 
stood intently listening a faint sigh reached my 
ears. Then I felt, as it were, a wind blown on my 
face, and at the same time there came a peculiar 
odour, which I ought to have recognised, but was 
too much startled to identify. I jumped away 
from the dark opening, And nenronsly Asked, 

«l/!nio's there?" 

To my dismay, it seemed as if a muffled echo 
rolled out of the vault, bringing back the answer 
— " Beware I " 

Without waiting another instant I flew for 
comparative safety to our own bogle, calling out 
to my companions, who ran up with a suspicious 
alacrity. 

"What's the matter ? What was that noise?" 

" There's something down there," I exclaimed, 
breathlessly. " Didn't you hear it speak ? 
Listen!" 

A deep groan was now audible to our alarmed 
senses, and we stood stni and speechless as 
statues. 

" Let us get out of this," proposed one boy, 
in a frightened whisper; "there's queer things 
happen on Hallowe'en." 
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" Hoot ! hoot ! " said Jim, but not with his 
usual assurance. "I wouldn't be skeared at 
nothing. Ten to one it's a bat among the ivy. 
Shoo! shoo!" 

"Don't go there! For any sake don't go 
there ! " I cried, catching him by the arm ; and 
no great force was needed to hold him back, fin- 
now a peal of unearthly laughter rang through 
the ruins. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" 

You should have seen our scared faces by the 
light of the turnip lantern. Before we could 
move or speak the sound was repeated in a 
lower but more appalling tone, which appeared 
to come from the ground under our feet. 

"Ho! ho! ho!" 

" Who is it ?— what is it ? " faltered Jim, the 
only one of us who could find his tongue at all ; 
and a dreadful, hollow voice slowly replied, in 
tones of displeasure — 

"Who are ye that mockest my troubled 
spirit ? " 

A feather could have knocked any of us over 
at that moment. Our knees shook under us ; 
our hair almost stood on end ; we huddled shud- 
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dering into t^ helpless knot, ftnd among us coald 
not summon up but one word. 

" Run ! " ejaculated one boy, but the terrible 
voice held us as with a spell. 

"Stay!" it commanded, in deeper and hoarser 
tones. "Stir one step, and ye shall feel the 
power which ye have defied. Bash fools, waa 
this the place or the time to jest with the beings 
of another sphere ? Know ye not whose ghost 
is doomed to haunt these bloodstained towers! 
But hear, and t-r-r-r-emble ! " 

We wtre trembling, and not a word escaped us. 

" Ye have desired to summon a bogle, ye 
shall have your wish. Speak but the word, 
and I appear." 

Not a word did we speak, but we could hear 
each other's breath. 

"Ha! I come!" cried a voice, with a wild 
shriek There was a clank of a chain and a 
heavy footstep. A stream of blue light burst forth, 
casting a weird glare among the ruins. But what 
was there revealed we durst not behold. With 
a common impulse we had turned and were fly- 
ing helter-skelter with our eyes shut tight, and 
a peal of frightful laughter ringing in our ears. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A NORTH COUNTRY STORY. 93 



CHAPTEE II. 

Away we ran, as for our lives. More by good 
luck than good guidance we got clear of the 
ruins, and sped headlong down the hillside, heed- 
less of all danger but that from which we were 
escaping ; nor did we stop till brought up at the 
bottom by one or other obstacle. Jim Ewbank 
in his shirt-sleeves pitched into a thorny hedge, 
where his unprotected arms had a bad time of it 
as he struggled to extricate himself. Another 
rolled into a dry ditch full of nettles and stones. 
Another fell over the root of a tree and came 
down upon his nose, in which position he lay 
bellowing like a bull. A fourth had tripped 
half-way down, and rolled to the bottom without 
making any eflFort to recover his footing ; while 
I plumped like a cannon-ball right into the 
waistcoat of the new schoolmaster, and drove 
him staggering back against the gate. He had 
just passed through it, and was standing still on 
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the path, somewhat astonished at the stampede 
which thus swept down upon him. 

" What is the meaning of all this ? " he ex- 
claimed, as soon as he recovered his breath ; but 
I, brought up with a sudden recoil, had only 
presence of mind enough to say, " Oh ! " 

" OA, indeed 1 " responded the schoolmaster, 
in a tone of offence. " When you almost knock 
people down, my lad, you might say something 
more civil to them than Oh! But I know 
politeness is not to be expected from you rude 
louts. Is it the policeman you are running 
away from ? " With this he caught hold of me 
by the collar, as if to deliver me up to 
justice. 

" Please let me go ! " I cried earnestly. 

"Nothing of the kind! You shall go back 
with me till we see who is chasing you in such a 
hurry." 

" It's a ghost, Mr. Atkins," burst out one of 
us. " There's a ghost or a bogle or something in 
the castle." 

"Ghost! Bogle! Booby!" quoth the school- 
master, contemptuously. 

" Yes, indeed, I wouldn't go near it for a 
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thousand ponnda. It had such an awful voice, 
md ft was all white." 

" No, it was blue ! " 

" It wasn't ! It was black ! " 

" It had armour on," 

" It was like a shadow, and breathed in my 
face, but I couldn't see it clearly." 

"I should think not! Frightened out of 
your wits by a shadow. A clever set of lads 
you are ! " 

" But it spoke 1 " 

" It rattled its chains 1 " 

" There was a smell of brimstone ! " 

^' And a taste of treacle, I suppose," said the 
unbelieving Mr. Atkins. " Why, some fellow as 
foolish as yourselves has been playing a silly 
trick on you. Come back with me, and I warrant 
111 lay this ghost and show you what bogles are 
made of nowadays." 

But not one of us would hear of returning to 
the castle, Mr. Atkins, laughing at our timidity, 
went up to it alone, while we, drawing off a 
little farther, watched eagerly to see what would 
happen to him. 

We stood for five or ten minutes, but nothing 
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occurred to satisfy our excited curiosity. There 
was no sound, no light. Either Mr. Atkins had 
not seen the ghost, or one of the two had quickly 
disposed of the other, or — was it possible ? — we 
had been befooled by some strange delusion. 
After waiting a little we resolved to go through 
the town to the science class, to see if we could 
learn the upshot of this adventure. 

Troubled, doubting, and ashamed, we gained 
the main street, and were not ill-pleased to go 
along by the light of the shop-windows. Only 
Jim Ewbank did not accompany us, his state being 
one of special perplexity. He durst not return 
to the ruins alone, nor could \a present himself 
at the class in his shirt-sleeves, so by back ways 
he slunk home, to explain there as best he could 
how the bogle had come to borrow his jacket. 

As we entered the room we were received with 
a great roar of laughter from our assembled class- 
fellows. Mr. Atkins had arrived before us, bear- 
ing our unfortunate turnip-lantern, which he was 
exhibiting for the amusement of the others, and 
had evidently been telling them the whole story, 
so far as he knew the truth. Now, holding it 
up, he greeted us with ironical sympathy. 
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" Poor little dears, how glad you must be to 
have got away safe ! Here is the ghost for you ; 
he shall terrify you no more. Here is your black, 
blue, and white bogle, that wore armour, and 
rattled its chains. Doesn't it smell of brimstone ? 
What has become of its armour? A terrible 
spectre it is ; and I wonder I had the courage to 
go near it, when such brave lads as you couldn't 
look it in the face." 

We stood dumfoundered among the peals of 
merriment, utterly disgusted at the unforeseen 
way in which the laugh had been turned against 
us, and sorely at a loss how to explain the matter 
80 as to escape the most disgraceful ridicule. 

"We weren't frightened at tliatj' one of us 
mumbled out. 

"Oh, no, of course not. You were only 
running away with all your might and main to 
rouse the whole town against a turnip-lantern. 
But I exorcised it, you see, without bell, book, 
or candle. Upon my word, you may well look 
ashamed of yourselves — half a dozen great strap 
ping fellows to be scared by a trick that the very 
babies would laugh at in London ! Nice young 
men you are to attend a science class ! I dare- 
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Bay yoa believe that horse-hairs turn into eels, 
and your hair stands on end if a broomstick comes 
near you in broad daylight." 

With flaming cheeks we had to suffer these 
reproaches, conscious that we ourselves had laid 
the train which thus exploded to our hurt. 

" Come, let us spare their blushes," said the 
sarcastic schoolmaster. ** We have wasted quite 
enough time over this childish business.. Let 
us get to work." 

With this he dashed our turnip-bogle into 
the fireplace, and began vigorously to rub the 
black-board, while the class, still laughing at us, 
took their places with bustle and confusion. I 
was about to move, when my heart almost 
jumped out of my mouth as a hoarse voice 
sounded in my ear — 

''Hal I comer' 

It was the very voice of the ghost in the 
castle. I turned round and saw Fenwick stand- 
ing beside me, with a sly look of affected inno- 
cence on his face. 

" Who's a&aid of bogles now ? " 

All at once a light darted into my puzzled 
mind, through a sense which is not that of 
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seeing. Bob Fenwick was eating peppermint 
drops. And the mysterions breath in the ruined 

vault ? I saw it all, even before I recognised 

the familiar odour. 

Oh, what fools had been made of us, and all 
our own doing ! Was it for this that we had 
forsaken the festive revels which Hallowe'en 
brought to our homely firesides ? Was it for 
this that we had despised the old delights of 
ducking for apples and nuts, the tantalising 
treasures of the half -filled tub? Was it for 
this that we had stolen forth into the chill and 
gloom? But the less said about all this the 
better, since the results of our evening's work 
could scarcely be mended, and our reflections 
on it must be bad at the best. 

It may be imagined that we paid very little 
attention to the lecture that night; also that 
for some time after we were somewhat modest, 
and a shade or two more than commonly back- 
ward in presenting ourselves to public notice. 
Good tales travel fast in a small town, and it 
was indeed a long time before we heard the end 
of our Hallowe'en adventure. The only comfort 
was, that Bob Fenwick, who had tricked us so 
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shamefally, did not come off altogether scot-free 
from his devices, for in playing ghost among 
the rains he caaght a bad toothache, and for 
a week or more went wof uUy about his duties 
with his face swollen up like a great turnip. 
So, if ever again anything uncanny was heard 
or seen about the old castle, you may be very 
sure that none of ua had a hand in it. We 
had all had enough of bogles I 
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The reader will please not imagine himself in 
any African desert or Indian jungle ; our scene 
is nothing but a quiet village-green in the very 
heart of England, and a truly English scene it 
made that fine summer evening. A wide, irregu- 
lar space of turf, in some parts fresh and speckled 
with daisies and dandelions, in others worn almost 
bare by many hobnails, lay open between two 
dusty turnpikes that met just beyond, by the gilt 
gates of the Squire's mansion. Along each side 
were the neat brick cottages and trim gardens of 
a model village ; at one end stood the inn, its 
deep porch covered with creepers, and the 
weather-worn Red Lion of its sign-post still 
pawing the air overhead as proudly as if the 
place had not come down since the old coaching 
days ; at the other, from among the tall elms of 
the churchyard, rose the taller spire of a rebuilt 
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church, the glory and landmark of all the country 
round. All here was peaceful and homely. As 
you approached it by crooked lanes, sauntering 
between hedges white with hemlock and wild 
roses, when the calm air was sweet with the 
scent of new-mown hay, and in the stillness of 
evening your ear caught the click of cricket-bats, 
the distant murmur of laughter and gossip, the 
familiar lowing of cows on their way home, and 
the merry whistling of the boy who was driving 
them, the last thing for you to think of would 
have been hunting lions, tigers, or any other 
beast more ferocious than a rat or a weasel. 

It was beginning to grow dusk now : as the 
bright western sky faded into a solemn grey, the 
blacksmith's fire glowed out more and more 
cheerily across the road, and a light twinkled 
here and there in the cottage windows. The 
young men and lads who had been playing cricket 
on the green were putting on their jackets and 
gathering in a knot round the village pump, 
under a great oak, the trunk of which was 
ornamented by a flaring yellow bill that announced 
the arrival of the most famous menagerie in the 
world — so, at least, the bill called it — at the 
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little town of Lassington, a few miles away. 
There was 9 pictare at the top, representing a 
dar]c-9kinned gentleman with long and elegant 
moustaches, dressed in tights and a crown of 
feathers, reclining gracefully upon the body of 
a big roaring lion, and fondling a little one with 
one hand, while, with a slender riding-whip held 
aloft in the other, he was imposing awe upon a 
very ill-tempered-looking tiger. This was a 
striking work of art, and, naturally, had attracted 
great attention among the rustics. 

Before long it became evident that the knot 
of cricketers must be discussing a matter of more 
than common interest. They talked eagerly; 
they looked an^dously about them ; little boys 
poked their heads in to hear, and ran away to 
carry the news ; the neighbours at the cottage- 
doors left their idle gossip and made for the 
gathering at the pump; this group soon grew 
to a crowd. We may as well know at once what 
was exciting them. It was said that the largest 
lion from the menagerie had broken out of his 
cage, and got away into Dumberley Wood, a piece 
of old forest which covered the country for miles, 
and came down almost to the skirts of our village. 
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Here was news to startle a quiet neighbour- 
hood! Tramps, gipsies — even mad dogs were 
nothing to this fearful and unfamiliar monster, 
which at any moment now might be among these 
good folks. Anxious mothers ran to drive home 
their children ; wives went to warn their husbands, 
still out at work; prudent persons hastened to 
shut themselves in forthwith, locking the doors 
and barricading the windows ; but brave Widow 
Smith would not put herself in safety till she had 
fetched home her donkey to spend the night in 
the kitchen. It was like the good old days when 
people heard that a giant or a dragon was about, 
and had no police-station to send to, nor anything 
for it but to hide themselves in the coal-cellar, 
unless some doughty knight happened to be tra- 
velling that way on the look-out for adventures. 

The bolder hearts, however, stayed for some 
time talking on the green, till all that could be 
said had been said over and over again, as is the 
way of country people with not much to say to 
each other, Wd plenty of leisure for saying it. 
Then, when most of them had dropped off one 
by one, to bed, or to take further counsel at the 
Eed Lion, there still remained a little band, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SOUTH COUNTRY STORY. 107 

among whom presently took shape a daring idea 
— nothing less than to set ont in search of this 
lion, and beard the monarch of the forest in his 
native element. It began with Mr. Tedder, the 
schoolmaster. He was a podgy young man in 
spectacles, who passed for a prodigy of learning, 
and had been very successful in working up his 
school to a high point of excellence in the eyes 
of the Inspector, bat no one had hitherto given him 
credit for much courage. Yet now it appeared 
that all the spirit of the dragon-killer, St. George, 
of Jack the Giant Killer, and of Horatius Codes, 
had entered into this unsuspected hero; for he 
calmly declared that, with two or three more to 
help him, he would sally forth to slay or subdue 
the lion before it could do further mischief. 

" At least," he said, " we shall be able to warn 
the people living about the wood, or it may eat 
some of their children on the way to school." 

" But what if it eats us ? " suggested somebody. 

The schoolmaster turned on him with a look 
of calm contempt. 

" We are men, and if it attacks us it will only 
seize on one at a time ; so the rest can be killing 
it in the meanwhile." 
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" But how are we to do that ? Them lions 
take a good deal of killing, I should think." 

" I will take my rifle," quoth the schoolmaster, 
with an air of settling the question. He was a 
corporal in the Volunteers, and a crack shot at 
the rifle-range. ^' Lucky that I have it at home 
to-night. I am not afraid, for one. Naked 
Africans hunt the lion with spears. We are 
Englishmen, and some of us have fire-arms. 
This lion must be half tame after living so long 
in a show, and, anyhow, he is not likely to kill 
more than one of us." 

After this there could be no further opposition, 
and it was who should be the first to volunteer 
on the hazardous but honourable service. 

Here follows a list of these heroes, and the 
arms and equipment of eacL First, John Mills, 
the pupil-teacher, could not stay behind when his 
principal led the way ; him Mr. Tedder provided 
with a pistol loaded to the muzzle with nails and 
other bits of broken iron, adding thereto strict 
injunctions that he was to keep his finger from 
the trigger till the time came. Then Harry 
Dickson, the blacksmith, brought out a great 
rusty gun almost as long as himself, which he 
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had as an heirloom from his grandfather; but, 
even without this formidable piece of artillery, 
the very way in which he clenched his brawny 
fist boded ill for the lion should this son of the 
forge once get a fair chance at it. Next came 
Ebenezer Sprague, the carpenter, who had been 
in the militia, and had, therefore, a reputation 
for courage to keep up ; he was armed with a 
mighty axe and a stable lantern. His brother 
Tom — best wrestler of the village — bore the blade 
of a scythe, hastily lashed upon a pole by way of 
pike. So, too, did George Higgs, that stalwart 
mower, who had won many a prize at agricul- 
tural meetings for his defb prowess, and now 
brandished the familiar weapon as if he meant to 
mow down the lion like a thistle. Bill Brown, 
the ne'er-do-well and idler of the village, brought 
a reaping-hook, and came along light of heart, 
for there seemed to him to be a prospect of some 
drink at the end of the business. There were 
also two farm-lads, sturdily grasping hay-forks, 
but their names are unknown to fame. These 
may be considered the regular fully armed forces 
of the expedition. But, besides, there followed a 
small rabble of boys, equipped more or less effec- 
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lively with mere sticks and stones and the like ; 
they might be compared to the pawns of this 
deadly game which was on foot, whereas the others 
were knights, castles, and so forth, the doughty 
schoolmaster being the king and head of all. 

There had been a policeman present, to whom 
the rest were ready to pay great deference in 
such an emergency, but he saw it his duty to 
proceed to the station for the purpose of making 
a report to his sergeant. And the parish clerk, 
too, had thought well to go up to the Rectory 
and let the parson know what was doing; he 
even hinted, without exactly committing himself, 
that there might be some part of the Church 
Service appropriate to such a serious occasion. 
The ringers also considered themselves bound 
to remain, in case it should be necessary to sound 
an alarm from the church bells. But our school- 
master was too eager for the fray to wait for the 
co-operation of any higher authorities. Hurriedly 
entering the school-house, he soon appeared but- 
toning round his overcoat the belt at which hung 
his trusty bayonet and twenty rounds of ball- 
cartridge; on his head he had the uniform 
cap of his corps, and in his hand the polished 
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rifle with which he had practised so assiduously 
against the invasion of any foreign foe. His 
comrades had prepared themselves with equal 
impatience, and forthwith, arrayed by the light 
of the rising moon, they marched briskly towards 
that dark wood where glory and the lion awaited 
them. 

But before they had got fairly off the green, 
an enemy attacked them from behind. It was 
Bill Brown's mother, who came running up all 
out of breath to keep her boy out of this strange 
mischief. 

" You idle scamp, come here to me ! " she 
panted out. ^* What are you after, this time of 
night?'* 

" I*m going to hunt the lion," growled Bill. 

" You're going to do no such thing ! " snapped 
his irate parent. " You're too fond of poaching 
already, and no child of mine shall go near a den 
of lions so long as I'm here to help it. Come 
home this minute, and be ashamed of yourself ! " 

Bill looked half inclined to brave her dis- 
pleasure in such a cause, but the good woman, 
not yet having recovered wind enough to argue 
the matter with her accustomed vehemence, made 
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short work of it by collaring the great hulking 
hobble-de-hoy, and dragging him away amid the 
jeers of his companions, who held straight 6n, 
congratnlating themselves that they and their 
mothers were made of sterner stuff. If Any had 
begun to reflect that it was a serious enterprise, 
this on which they had embarked, no one likdd 
to back out, for fear of the others. 

All the same, most of them stopped shoil; and 
pricked up their ears, as, just when they reached 
the wood, an alarming sound made itself heard 
not far oflT. 

'* What's that ? " was the cry. 

" It's only Farmer Jenkins' bull," replied the 
schoolmaster firmly, and led the way over the 
fence. 

But here, before plunging into the recesses of 
the wood, he halted his force, and explained the 
plan of action, while charging his breechloader 
and wiping his spectacles. 

" We must keep together, whatever happens, 
advancing slowly through the trees in skirmish- 
ing order about five paces apart. You boys will 
keep upon the flanks and act as beaters : we who 
have guns must take the centre. As soon as any 
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one gets sight of the beast, he is to whistle, and 
the whole line will halt, each man taking position 
behind the nearest tree, or any other cover that 
may be available. We will see his eyes shin- 
ing in the dark, and you had better let me fire 
first." 

" But if he gets one of us down, you must see 
and not hit the man — mind that ! " 

" There is not the least fear of that/' said Mr. 
Tedder, loftily. ** I can hit the bull's-eye at five 
hundred yards, and I am not likely to bungle at 
a shot like this. I shall put a bullet through 
his brain before he has time to bite two mouth- 
fuls out of any of you. The chief danger is that 
he may make his first spring upon me, and get 
me down before I can fire. In that case " — he 
turned to Harry Dickson — " remember to aim full 
at his forehead." 

"These volunteers are fine and big ones to 
talk," muttered Ebenezer Sprague, the militia- 
man, jealous at the airs of command assumed by 
this amateur soldier; but nobody sympathised 
with his attempt at mutiny, and the schoolmaster 
overhearing, turned sharp upon him with — 

" Then, will you take the lead ? You needn't 
be afraid. The lion will be scared by your 
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lantern ; only then he might run away from ns, 
which would spoil all." 

" No, no ; have it your own way," growled 
Ebenezer, shrinking from the post of honour thus 
offered to him. And the whole expedition, being 
drawn up according to the valiant volunteer^s 
directions, moved manfully forward. 

Now that they were fairly in the wood, and at 
any moment might find themselves face to face 
with the terrible enemy, most of the party felt 
a good deal of their courage oozing out into the 
leafy mould, upon which every footfall of their 
comrades became magnified into a disquieting 
Bound. When some of them would have talked 
and laughed to keep up their spirits, the school- 
master sternly passed the word for silence ; he 
even, by way of example, ordered one of the 
young beaters to stay in after school next day 
for neglecting the important business in hand to 
throw a stick at a squirrel. There was not much 
fun in lion-hunting carried on in this serious 
way, and the boys soon began to hang back or 
straggle from the line. 

Suddenly was heard a shrill whistle and a 
crashing in the underwood ! 

" Here it comes ! " was the cry, with which at 
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once a panic seized the whole rabble of auxiliaries, 
who took to their heels, and, but for tumbling 
over roots and branches, never stopped till they 
were safe in the village. 

" Steady ! steady ! " shouted the schoolmaster, 
and not wholly in vain, for some half-dozen of 
his most trustworthy and best-armed followers 
stood firm, though they had closed in to the 
centre and were huddled together behind a huge 
trunk. Even Mr. Tedder himself drew back a 
step or two to take up a more defensible position. 

For a moment now there was thrilling silence, 
broken only by the click of the rifle being put upon 
full cock. Then again came the crashing sound, 
and a dark animal bounded forth from among 
the bushes. Harry Dickson was on the point of 
drawing his trigger, when some one cried — 

" It's a dog ! — it's gamekeeper's dog ! " 

" Yes, you poaching vagabonds ! " replied a 
gruflF voice, and sturdy Giles, the gamekeeper, 
strode out. " Why — ^Mr. Tedder ! " he cried, 
recognising the schoolmaster by so much of the 
moonlight as made its way through the foliage 
overhead. " I didn't think to catch the like of 
you at this sort of work! Oh, yes, Eb^iezer, 
you're an old hand at it, and you needn't slink 
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away. I'll have you up before the Justices next 
Wednesday, anyhow, unless you think it worth 
your while to murder me ! " 

A few words explained the mistaka 

Giles hesitated a little as to whether these 
men had any right to hunt lions through his 
master's timber; but finally admitting the ex- 
ceptional nature of the case, his own imagination 
became fired with the idea of bringiug down 
such noble game, and he volunteered to joia the 
party. Indeed, he saw it clearly his duty not 
to let a lion wander at large among the pre- 
serves. And the brave schoolmaster rejoiced — 
recognising a kindred spirit. 

" Let me just get a fair shot at it ! " said Giles 
resolutely, as he drew the shot from his double- 
barrelled gun, and loaded with two bullets. 

Then, strengthened by this well-armed rein- 
forcement, and hardly weakened by the defec- 
tion of its half-hearted and ill-disciplined camp- 
followers, the expedition once more advanced 
with fresh courage and due caution. Under 
the guidance of Giles, and with his sagacious 
* dog for an advanced guard, they beat the wood 
in various directions, drawing several likely 
thicketa They also visited some cottages which 
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were scattered here and there in little clearings, 
knocking np the occupants to bid them keep 
close till the lion was disposed of; and at one 
of these they spent half an hour in persuading 
a deaf old goody — its solitary inhabitant — first, 
that they had not come to murder her, and then 
that the house was not on fire; under which 
impression she was for taking to the woods, 
and running, perhaps, into the very jaws of the 
lion, without stopping to put on her clothes. 
But they saw nothing of the ferocious beast, 
and heard nothing more alarming than the hoot 
of some owl or the hoarse cry of a corncrake 
doing its best to keep itself and all the neigh- 
bourhood from sleeping. 

About midnight they found themselves in 
" Dumberley Walk " — a famous wide avenue of 
elms and beeches which ran through the middle 
of the wood. Here they halted for a little to 
rest and deliberate. And here a fresh alarm 
tried their nerves, for the dog gave a sharp 
bark of warning, and lo ! in the light of the 
round red moon they saw a tall, grey, mys- 
terious, terrible figure sweeping down upon 
them with more than mortal swifbness! It 
made no sound; it moved no legs over the 
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dewy grass ; it was like the ghost of some thin 
giant flitting down the moonlit glade, with one 
fleiy eye in the middle of its &ce bent upon the 
shuddering hunters. Crouching back into the 
shadows, they watched the approach of this 
unearthly apparition, and it was upon them 
before they could ask one another what it 
might be. Their tongues clove to the roofs of 
their mouths. Only Mr. Tedder grasped his 
trusty rifle, though even he turned pale; and 
the gamekeeper, more used than the rest to being 
out at night, was the first to reassure himself. 

"Why, it's only one of them new-fangled 
bicycles, or whatever they call them ! " he cried. 

So it was. A tall tourist, in a light suit, 
mounted on a big bicycle, had chosen this cool 
hour for travelling through the picturesque soli- 
tudes of the wood, with a cigar in his mouth. 
When half a dozen men started out upon him, 
with guns, hayforks, and such-like glistening 
in the moonlight, it was his turn to be alarmed. 
Thinking he had to do with a band of robbers, 
he put his iron horse to the height of its speed, 
and was darting past without heeding the shout 
that they raised to stop him. But " the more 
haste the less speed ! " There was a treacherous 
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rut in the way. The bicycle jolted over, shoot- 
ing its rider into a thick bush, where he stuck 
head downwards, with his heels kicking ynldly 
in the air, shouting as loud as he could in such 
an attitude — 

"Thieves! Robbers! Help! Police! Police! 
Murder ! Help ! I have only two pounds about 
me. Take that, and let me go." 

As quickly as they could for laughing at this 
ludicrous end to their panic, the supposed robbers 
extricated the poor young gentleman from his 
uncomfortable position, set him on his feet again, 
and let him know the real state of the case, 
whereupon he felt rather foolish, but was satisfied 
to find his bicycle uninjured by the upset. 

They now proposed that he should accompany 
them, to act as the cavalry of the expedition; 
but he, while professing great desire to be of 
service, objected that his steed would be un- 
manageable in the thick underwood, where the 
lion was most likely to be encountered. He 
said it would be better for him to hurry on, 
giving the alarm everywhere as he passed, to the 
nearest large town, from which he would send 
whatever help could be procured without delay. 

" Tell them to call out the Volunteers ! " the 
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schoolmaster shouted after him as he glided 
noiselessly away on this errand. " If we had a 
whole battalion thrown out as skirmishers, we 
might sweep the wood from end to end, and then 
the brute would have no chance of escaping." 

" All right !" shouted the tourist, never looking 
behind him in his anxiety to be out of this danger- 
ous wood, and soon disappeared among the shadows. 

" It's a good thing, after all, he didn't stay 
with us," said the schoolmaster. " He might have 
scared the lion — unless it took him for a giraffe ! " 

The hunters, having refreshed themselves with 
some bread and cheese, which Tom Sprague had 
thought of bringing with him, pursued the chase, 
often stopping to listen for the expected signs 
of their game. But it was in vain that Giles 
put his ear to the ground, again and again — he 
could catch no stately tramp, no furious roar. 
The monarch of the forest must be sleeping off 
the excitement of his escape. And yet, as the 
schoolmaster explained, on the authority of the 
Fifth Standard Reading-book, it was the habit 
of this noble beast to seek his prey by night, 
and to repose during the sultry hours of day. 
George Higgs opined, however, that the lion's 
habits might have changed in a long course of 
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menagerie life. The advertisement said that all 
the beasts were to be fed in the afternoon, when 
there would be an extra charge for admission. 

It was now the dead of night, that heavy 
hour, still and chill, that comes before the 
summer twilight, when all the powers of life 
seem most to languish, and nature is wrapped 
closest in her damp and gloomy shroud. Our 
adventurers began to feel tired and out of spirits. 
They could have understood what Napoleon 
meant by the " two - o'clock - in - the - morning 
courage," which he declared to be such a rare 
gift. To make things worse, clouds had been 
gathering over the moon, and a drizzling rain, 
growing heavier and heavier by degrees, began 
to patter among the leaves, and drip down from 
the overhanging branches. The schoolmaster 
and the gamekeeper were the only members of 
the party who at heart were not very vrilling 
to go home on the first excuse. 

But they tramped on, and at last their pains 
appeared on the point of being rewarded by the 
perilous adventure which they had sought so 
long and so bravely. A low fierce growl echoed 
through the wood, making the wet and weary 
heroes start as if by an electric shock. 
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'^ Here lie is ! " cried Mr. Tedder exnltantlj, 
and the dog began to bark vdth all its might 
and main. 

Bang! In his agitation the pupil-teacher had 
let his pistol go off, the charge luckily burying itself 
in the ground within an inch or two of his toes. 

« Didn't I tell you ? " began the school- 
master, angrily, but his voice was drowned in 
the tumult that now arosa As if at this 
signal, there burst out, dose at hand, a discor- 
dant chorus of bowlings, growlings, roarings, 
bellowings, snortings, squeakings, shriekings, 
and chatterings, mingled with the rattling of 
bars and the clanking of chains which might 
well make the boldest give ground, for it seemed 
that a whole army of lions must be upon them 
at once. But above the din rose the voice of 
old Giles, who again was the first to see the 
real state of the case. 

" It's the beast show ! We're at Lassington 
Common. There's no call to run away, men ! " 

They had, indeed, come through to the other side 
of the wood, and were close to the piece of waste 
ground on which the menagerie was encamped. 
A few steps brought them out into the open, 
where they saw the black outlines of the caravans 
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ranged in a circle, and all alive at this untimely 
hour with the uproar of the awakened animals. 

As our friends slowly advanced, not quite sure 
what to do next, a head was thrust out of an 
opening in one of the caravans, and a gruff 
voice challenged them, asking, more forcibly 
than politely, what they were doing there. 

" We have been looking for the lion," replied 
Mr. Tedder, coming forward as spokesman of the 
party. 

« What lion ? " 

" The lion that has escaped from your show, 
of course." 

" We don't let no lions escape here," ftaid the 
voice, gruffer than ever. 

" Hasn't your lion got away, then ? " 

" Not a bit of him." 

The hunters looked at each other. 

"Are you sure?" persisted Mr. Tedder. 
" Have you got him safe in his cage ? " 

" No, we haven't." 

There was a loud guffaw from within, where 
the cracking of a whip and the objurgations of 
another rough voice showed that the mutiny of 
these noisy beasts was being sternly put down. 

" I don't understand this," said the school- 
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master. " I must have a distinct answer, in the 
interests of public safety, or I will go to the police 
office. Has your lion got away, or has he not ? " 

" How can I say ? " 

" Yon must say." 

" I can't say about other folks' lions, and we 
haven't any lion to get away, worse luck." 

"No lion!" 

" Not a hair of one. Fact is, we are out of 
lions just now." 

" But there is one on the picture." 

" Yes, plenty of that sort. No extra charge 
for the picture." 

" This is shameful, imposing on people ! " 
exclaimed the schoolmaster. 

" Well, you can't expect the whole Noah's 
ark for sixpence ! We had a very nice lion last 
month, but he took ill because the agricultural 
public would go on giving him unripe goose- 
berries, and we have sent him to the seaside 
for change of air. The lioness is at Windsor 
Castle on a visit ; shell not be back for a week 
or two. But we have a first-class elephant that 
has performed before all the crowned heads of 
Europe, and I'll let him loose on you if you 
don't clear out." 
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" What is the meaning of this ? We were told 
that your lion had escaped into Dumberley Wood." 

'^I should say it means that somebody has 
been making fools of you." With which the 
man drew back from the window, vouchsafing 
no further information. 

After this there was nothing for it but to 
trudge home in the dull and dripping dawn. 
As the party approached their village they found 
several early-rising boys perched safely upon 
trees, looking out for their return, with the 
expectation that they might come dragging the 
dead lion behind them in triumph. But to these 
scouts the disappointed hunters were somewhat 
stinted in their explanations. They had not 
much time left for changing their clothes and 
taking some breakfast before getting to work 
after such an exciting and exhausting night. 

An angry and a sleepy man was the school- 
master when he took his place at the desk that 
morning ; and the first thing he did was to draw 
out the cane and lay it before him with a sound- 
ing whack, as a sign that he was about to sit in 
judgment before going on with the work of the 
day. The boys stared, and those who had guilty 
consciences trembled. 
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« Job Wilkins, stand out ! " 

Out shuffled Job WiUdns, casting sidelong 
glances of disquietude upon the cane. 

" It was you, was it not, who said that the 
lion from the show had got loose into Dumberley 
Wood ? What did you mean by telling such a 
falsehood?" 

"Well, it was Ben Sprague that told me," 
declared Job, in the tone of an injured innocent. 

" Sprague, stand up ! Is this true ? " 

" I got it from Jim Wood, sir." 

« 'Twasn't me. I was told by Bill Jackson ! " 
cried Wood, hastening to exculpate himself. 
"And he said he heard it &om his brother 
Tom." 

" Well, we have Tom here. What have you 
to say to this ? " 

" Me ! I don't know anything about it, except 
that I met Tommy Smith crying because he had 
heard there was a lion looking for hJTn to eat 
hiTn up." 

Here a mournful howl came from the comer 
where Tommy Smith sat quaking in his small 
shoes. He was a tearful child, given to weep- 
ing on the smallest excuse. 

"Boo, hoo! Please, sir, I never said it — ^it 
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was Ned Green that told me — ^I will never do 
it again ! " 

" Ned Green ! Ah ! we are getting to the 
bottom of this now," said the schoolmaster ; for 
Ned was a notorious mischief-maker. Then Ned 
got up, half laughing and half looking serious ; 
for he feared he had played a trick too many 
this time. 

" Please, sir, I only told him if he went up to 
the wood he would see a lion. I meant that 
picture of the show ; and how was I to know he 
would be such a little stupid ! " 

" I have a great mind," said Mr. Tedder sternly, 
"I have a very great mind to give you the 
soundest thrashing you ever had in your 
life." 

But the' schoolmaster was not a hasty man, 
and he resolved to think over it first ; and my 
readers must guess for themselves whether any- 
thing was done to Ned for frightening the whole 
neighbourhood, and setting these bold hunters to 
tiramp the wood all night in search of a monster 
which only existed in a picture and a timid child's 
imagination. All I will tell them is, that the 
same day several of the leading London papers 
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contained this sensational paragraph, in their 
very largest print : — 

" Great excitement has been caused round 
Lassington by the escape of the largest lion 
of a menagerie exhibiting at that place. 
The savage beast is understood to have got 
away into Dumberley Wood, which is being 
actively scoured by well-armed men. Pre- 
parations are being made to surround the 
wood with parties of the local riflemen and 
other volunteers for such dangerous sport. 
In the meanwhile the utmost alarm natu- 
rally prevails in the neighbourhood." 

Two or three days later another paragraph 
appeared, this time in very small print : — 

" We are informed that the report of a lion having got 
loose into Dumberley Wood is without foundation." 

Such is the story of the great Dumberley lion 
hunt! 



HUNTED BY BALLANTYNB, HANSON ANU Ca 
BOIN^URGH AND LONDON. 
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